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PREFACE. 



It may be proper to announce to the reader, 
that a few of the pieces mitained in this volume 
have already appeared in the AfMiMy the 
Literary Scu/oenir^ and other respectable pe> 
riodicals. 

The ScBiPTUBK SxxTCHXS were written with 
a view of indicating how rich a mine of poetry 
is contained in the sacred Records, and to show 
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that a neglect of them is as little consistent with 
true taste as with devotional feeling. 

The Teaxslations are chiefly selected from 
a considerable number which the Author had 
piiepared for the illustration of a work, with 
which, on account of its extent, his professional 
arocations iieill not at present suffer him to 
proceed. 

The Hymns were for the most part designed 
for the use of a Sunday-school. Their extreme 
simplicity may lead some, as it did the author 
at first, to suppose them quite out of place in 
such a miscellany: while others may be of 
opinion, with the friend whose judgment he has 
been induced in this matter to follow, that they 
derive from such a quality their highest recom- 



PREFACE. Til 

mendation. As it is hoped there is little in this 
volume which is above the comprehension of 
youth, and nothing that can render it unfit 
fur their perusal, the candid reader of maturer 
years will perhaps not think the value of the 
book depreciated from containing a few pages 
exclusively devoted to the interests of the rising 
generation. 



Clapham, May 1^, 1830. 
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THE OUTCAST. 



" What child of misfoiiuiiej dark wanderer, art thou ? 
Why thus do thy hands overshadow thy brow ? 
Is there aught in our pastime it pains thee to see ? 
Can the rapture of others yield anguish to thee ? 
These brothers are twins ; see> they wait for thy kiss ; 
Their fifth welcome birth-day^ sweet infants ! is this : 
Gome, share our rejoicing — ^thy cares lay aside !*' — 
He pressed his hands closer, and deeply he sighed. 

** What renders thee mute ? Is it sorrow or pain ? 
Or has irenzy, poor outcast ! distempered thy brain? 

b2 



4 THE OUTCAST. 

Have the sufferings of cherished ones preyed on thy 
mind? 

Or have those thon hast nurtared and loved proved 
unkind ? 

Come> we will console thee ! — ^These children em- 
brace ; 

Their frolics will banish the gloom from thy face ; 

And here will no heart that could wrong thee be 
found." — 

He spoke not, nor signalled — but ghastly he frowned. 

*' Nay^ stranger, be soothed — ^be thy dark thoughts 

repressed ! 
To limbs worn with travel, how needful is rest ! 
To a spirit deep wounded, how welcome the balm 
Which sympathy offers, its throbbings to calm ! 
A home shall be thine in this tranquil retreat ; 
As a brother's its inmates thy coming shall g^eet." — 
His lips, how they quivered ! — still darker he frowned. 
He stamped, and his teeth in distraction he ground. 
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The babes shrunk affirighted — the parents turned 

pale — 
'' Go, shroud in the desert thy horrible tale ! 
'Tis gmSiy man of mystery, thy speech that congeals ; 
The tortures of conscience no sympathy heals ;" 
We ask thee no farther thy secret to show/' — 
His hands he in silence withdrew firom his brow, 
Where his crime and his curse were engraven, how 

plain! 
All shuddered and fled — ^'twas the fratricide Gain ! 



HA6AR AND ISHMAEL. 

A VOICE in the desert of weeping and wail ! 

A mother proclaiming her sorrowfol tale. 

With no one to hearken, to soothe, or to aid ; 

Her child in despair 'neath a shrub she had laid, 

(For he perished with thirst, and their bottle was dry,) 

That she might not behold him in agony die. 

All day had she wandered and waited in vain. 

Earth yielded no water, the heavens no rain ; 

No dwelling appeared where the treasore was stored. 

No traveller came his relief to afford. 

A moment she gazed on her son as he lay. 

Then sped like an arrow a bow-shot away. 

Where her knee to the Father of mercies she bowed ; 

Her tears fell in torrents^, her weeping was loud. 



HAGAR AND ISHMAEL. 7 

A voice in the desert of comfort and joy ! 
^ Blae, Hagar," it said, ^ and return to the boy. 
\^hy art thou disconsolate ? Hast thou not prayed ? 
€rod hears, and will answer thee : be not afraid. 
Yon child so exhausted raise up with thine hand ; 
I will give him a name and a place in the land ; 
He shall rove through this Paran, an archer so free, 
And great ahall the nation that springs from him be." 
She rose ; — 'twas an angel that spake from the sky : 
She looked ; — and behold, a dear rill bubbled by ; 
The bottle she filled — gave him drink, and he lived. 
As one from the dead slie her oflbpring received, 
And again to the Father of mercies she bowed ; 
Her lips now were mute, but her heart overflowed. 
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THE DEATH OF THE FIRSTBORN. 



Night shrouded Egypt^s stabbom realm; — her 

haaghty king lay down 
In anger^ and his features still retained in sleep a 

frown ; 
Grandeur^ to make his slombers lights had spread his 

couch in vain^ 
Nor could his tortured soul be soothed by Music's 

softest strain. 

Dark visions haunted his repose ; — again before him 

stood 
The Hebrew whose uplifted rod the river turned to 

blood; 



THE DEATH OF THE FIAST-BORN. 9 

Who bade the tribes of earth, and air^ and water 

plague the land. 
And smote it with consuming hail, which fell at his 

command ; 

With darkness, too, that might be felt, who had 

eclipsed their light. 
Of him he dreamed ; and all the rage, the wonder^ 

the affright 
Shook him again, that on that day his guilty breast 

had stirred. 
While the last threat of Israel's God tow'rds him and 

his he heard. 

At midnight's silent hour he seemed on Moses still 

to look. 
And listen to those accents dread that so his soul had 

shook ; — 
'^ I charge thee from the living God to let his people go. 
Or death shall desolate thy land, and fill thy house 

with woe !" 

b5 



10 THE DEATH OV THE FIRST-BORN. 

'^ Hence from my presem^e !" he exclaimed : *' thy 

God to disobey^ 
Be mine !" — ^he started from hia couch mid shiiekings 

of dismay : 
*f Woe ! woe ! thy first-bom son^ O king^ must never 

wear thy crown ! 
Woe ! woe I a pestilential death hath cut his promise 

down." 

He rose; but ere his foot had stepped upon the 
marble floor, 

Wider the tumult spread, the shrieks grew louder 
than before. 

From every chamber came the wail ; in every dwell- 
ing round 

Of prince and slave, throughout the land, echoed that 
dismal sound. 

For not a house the angel passed, commissioned thus 
to smite ; 

Perished the first-bom at one stroke, on that disas- 
trous night. 



THE DEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN. 11 

Of E^ypfs mothers; — Israel's God had heard his 
people's cry. 

And made their proad oppressors heave one univer- 
sal sigh. 

Never before did human ear such deep lament appal ; 
Never will such be heard again, till earth's oppressors 

caU 
On rocks to hide them from the wrath they vainly 

seek to shim. 
And all God did for Israel then, for all the just be 

done! 
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THE FALL OF JERICHO. 



** To ARMS ! to arms ! — 'tis mom ; 

And with swords and spear, and horn, 

Again round Jericho 

We before the ark must go. 

Seven times our whole array 

Must compass it to-day> 

For so the angePs charge is 

From heaven. 



'' Let your march be still and slow 
'Till the priests their trumpets blow : — 



THE FALL OF J£RICHO. 13 

Then Uft your voices high. 
Make hill and vale reply : — 
At the sound the massy wair 
Shall in prostrate rain fall, 
And the city to your hands 

Shall be given. 



'^ Each then hold on his way : — 
Let him resolutely slay 
Every creature he shall meet 
In the house or in the street, 
(Save Rahab and her kin) ; 
For the Lord abhors their sin, 
And their name will from the earth 

Wipe away ! 



** And touch ye not the spoil 
Of that accursed soil I-^ 



14 THE FALL OF JERICHO. 

In die treamiry of the Lord 
Be its gold and silver itored. 
Its iron and its brass ; 
And the ox, the sheep, the ass. 
Of the people of the land. 

Ye shaU slay ! 



« For if, by love of gain 
AUured, ye aught retain. 
No more shall ye prevail. 
But in the battle fail ; — 
And who with hand so high 
Offends, shall surely die. 
That his trespass to the camp 

May not cleave. 



^ And who, in after days. 
Would the cursed city raise. 



THE FALL OF JERICHO. 15 

In his first-born, for his sin. 
The foundation shaU begin ; 
In his youngest be complete. 
When the gates shut in the street ; 
And the curse that scomer's house 

ShaU not leave!' 
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JEPHTHiiH'S RETURN. 



Gaily the maiden came along. 
With dance, with timbrel, and with song ; 
And gaUy came her virgin train. 
Her sire to welcome home again. 
For Jephthahy in the recent fight, 
Had crushed insulting Ammon*8 might ; 
Had raised his drooping country^s head. 
And dried the tears she long had shed. 
And Jephthah from his cherished home 
No more a banished man would roam, 
To Israel's land and love restored. 
O'er Israel's tribes the chosen lord. 



jephthab's return. 17 

Gaily the maiden came along^ 
Foremost of all the joyoas throng. 
Who hailed with gratolation high 
Their captain crowned with victory. 

But dark the looks of Jephthah grew 

When in that maid his child he knew. 

And tears adown his cheek there flowed ; 

For Jephthah's lips had rashly vowed. 

That if the Lord his sword would bless. 

And give him in that field success. 

What first from forth his house might come 

To meet, and bid him welcome home^ 

Should on God's altar bleed and bum, 

A sacrifice for safe return. 

" And is it thou, my child ?" he cried. 

Soon as the damsel he espied ; 

*' My child, my only child ! betrayed 

By too much love ! unhappy maid !" 

In mournful guise the victor came, 

And almost cursed his fatal fame. 



18 J£PHTHAH*S RETURN. 

Bat still a smile the virgin wore. 

As low she knelt the chief foeibre : 

And, ** Weep not, Israel's prince," she said ; 

^' Thy daughter had as freely bled 

As thou, her sire, couldst life expose, 

To give thee conqileiit o'er thy foes. 

Her father safe, her coontry free. 

And hers the glorious victory ! 

Without a murmur or a sigh 

She claims the privilege to die ; 

A victim God has not disdained. 

Like all his victims, pure, unstained." 

The father bowed a sad assent, 

Then gave anew his sorrows vent ; 

The virgin kissed the tears away, 

And to God's altar led the way. 
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THE DEATH OF SAMSON. 



Loud was the revelry 

On Dagon'fl festival ; 
AH was unhallowed glee 

In Gaza's stately hall. 
Philistia's lords were there. 

Her captains of renown. 
And all her high-born fair, 

That sacrifice to crown. 

'' For that, a bondman blind. 

Our formidable foe 
Must in our dungeons grind. 

To him, they said, we owe. 



20 THE DEATH OF SAMSON. 

Our god hu Samson placed 
A captive in our hands. 

Who laid our country waste. 
And slew our valiant banda 

^* Send the mantling wine-cup round. 

On this auspicioos day ; 
Bid the instruments resound ; 

Let every heart be gay ; 
From his prison-house awhile 

firing the fettered giant forth ; 
At his misery we wiU smile, 

He shall toil to make us mirth." 

Hark ! a shout from all the throng ! 

See the Nazarite appear ! 
His locks again are long. 

But the dark excite no fear. 
The matchless strength he tries 

That nerves his limbs anew > 



THE DEATH OF SAMSON. 21 

They view it with sarprise^ 
With exultatioii view. 

A pause — and h«' is led 

To the f>{]lar8 that sustain 
The thousands overiiead : — 

His heart beats high again* 
'^ Where the central columns stand. 

My tott'ring footsteps bring. 
That with each exhausted hand 

Around them 1 may cling !^ 

He feels them in his hold — 

A silent prayer ascends : 
'^ God, aid me as of old P 

'With all his might he bends. 
As at an earthquake's shock, 

The firm foundations shrink. 
The granite stauncheons rock — 

They bow— they jfield — they sink ! 



One Mild iofma^trj. 

And T M ge^MK » ct^ffate — 
AU mole nd Maag^ Off 

llie gaj, tke fav, t^ ^^! 
More Salmon drw ia iaik. 

That triimpfc bo^ h 4nrr 
Than fen fail baad beMn& 

Throagboat hi* pnad ewecr. 

I%ili«tis's Io<Ju grew nd 

On thai rejoicing da;; 
But Israel'i tribei were glad, 

Tliough tlain tbeir champioD Hy. 
They Rent a Idndred bajid 

To seek the fallen brave. 
And in hii native land 

He found a conqneror's grave. 
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SAUL AND THE WITCH OP ENDOR. 



^' No answer^ no answer^ by prophet or vision. 
By Urim or dream? — ^Then be tliis my decision : 
Ho ! seek me a woman of those that lie hidden^ 
Who commune with spirits — ^whose craft is for- 
bidden ; 
To her will I go, and hear what she relateth 
Of the fate that King Saulin the battle awaiteth." 
" There is one, King of Israel — at Endor she dwelleth. 
And a spirit fai^iliar her knowledge revealeth." 

He chose of his warriors the two ftost unfearing, 
And at midnight^ no raiment of royalty wearing. 



« 



24 SAUL AND THE WITCH OF EKDOR. 

In the cave of tiie witcb GSod's Anointed was stand- { 

ing> 

Her aid in his porpose onhallowed demanding : — 

'^ Call me up from his slumber the dead I shall 
mention." 
Ah, stranger !" she muttered^ *^ I know thy inten- 
tion!" 

For she thought he but tempted^ commissioned to 
slay her;' 

And King Saul sware an oath that he would not 
betray her. 

^ Whom wouldst thou my spell, then, before thee 
should summon?" 

^ Bring Samuel," he said. He appeared. The weird 
woman 

Shrieked loudly for terror, the prophet perceiv- 
ing: . 

^ Ah ! why art thou, Saul, thus thy handmaid de- 
ceiving ? 



SAUL AND THE WITCH OF ENOOR. 25 

I know thee, I know thee, at length, cruel stranger !'' 
^ Fear not/ said the monarch ; ^ thy life to en- 
danger 
I come not ; no minion of justice shall harm thee : 
But tell me, what saw'st thou that thus could alarm 
thee?" 

"" There rises from earth, not a spirit infernal," 

She said ; ^ but one dwelling where dwells the 
Eternal." 

^ And what is the form, thou weird woman, he 
weareth?" 

^ 'Tis lofty ; well stricken in years he appeareth ; 

In the folds of his mantle his visage is covered." 

When he turned him to gaze on the sight, and dis- 
covered 

'Twas Samuel, struck speechless with awe and amaze- 
ment. 

He bowed with his face to the ground in abase- 
ment. 



36 SAUL AND THE WITCH OF ENDOR. 

'' Why dost thoa disquiet me. Said, to invoke meV 
'' Ah ! sore am I troabled ; for God has forsook me : 
And now that the land for the Philutine qnaketh^ 
No answer by dream or by prophet he maketh. 
To call thee vp, therefore, I hither have ventured^ 
And this foul abode of misdoers have entered ; 
That thou, with sage counsel^ from harm mayst secure 

me. 
And tell me what steps will the victory insure me." 

'^ And wherefore/' he answered, '^ of me, stubborn- 
hearted, 
Inquir'st thou, since from thee the Lord has departed? 
He deems thee his foe, and the kingdom hath riven 
From thee, and to David, thy neighbour, hath giveO) 
For his voice disregarded, his ordinance broken. 
As aforetime, through me, when thou sinnedst, was 

spoken ; 
Because to despise his commandment thou daredst. 
And Amalek, doomed to destruction, thou sparedst. 



SAUL AND THE WITCH OF EVDOR. 27 

'^ This know then : both Uiou and thy people shall 

perish; 
No hope of escape or reprieve needst thou cherish ! 
Lio ! thou and thy sons shall be with me to-morrow, 
And Israel shall monm, shall be frantic with sorrow. 
O'er the fall of her warriors! — ^return shall they 

never ! 
For thy host to their foes will Jehovah deliver P 
He ceased ; — ^to the earth fell the listener astounded, 
And lay in dumb stupor, dismayed and confounded. 
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RIZPAH. 

There sat on a rock, in sackcloth clad. 
While a plenteous harvest was reaping, 

There sat on a rock a matron sad, 
Her watch incessantly keeping : 

She wept while all but herself were glad. 
And waked while others were sleeping, 

To scare away from their human prey 

The beasts by night, and the birds by day. 

For cruel hands had hung on a tree 
Seven youths from a king descended, 

A sacrifice for the land to be, 
Which in their sire had offended. 



RIZPAII. 29 

And oh ! her heart it sickened to see^ 
As their loved remains she tended^ 
How black they grew in the tainted air. 
Who had been in life so wondrous fair. 

The harvest was past, the rain fell fast» 

The wintry winds were blowing ; 
O'er Gibeah's mountain every blast 

The bones of the dead was strewing : 
But a mother's grief, how long it will last ! 

How long will her tears be flowing ! 
That matron kept her station still. 
And watched and wept on that dreary hill. 

And pitying eyes at length looked on ; 

And pitying tongues related 
How ceaseless was that mother's moan ; 

With zeal how unabated 
She watched, that broken-hearted one. 

Beside those youths iU-fated : 



30 &IZPAH. 

King David's inmoBt soal was Btirred 
For Rizpab^ when the tale he heard. 

He sprung from his throne^ with a deep, deep sigh ; 

The tempest^s rage nought stayed him ; 
And to bring the dead home royally 

In battle slain^ he arrayed him. 
And he buried king Saul with honours high. 

In the tomb of his fathers he laid him. 
With the prince of his blood, by his side who fell, 
And the seven by Rizpah watched so well. 
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DAVID'S LAMENT FOR SAUL AND 

JONATHAN. 



The beauty^ the beanty of Israel has faded, 

The mom of her glory is now overshaded; 

Her pride^ her defence, pale on the bloody height, 

he 
'Mid his warriors lies slain : — Oh, how fallen are the 

mighty! 
Let no one in Oath 'midst our enemies tell it ; 
In Askelon's streets never, never reveal it ; 
For the Philistines' daughters will revel in gladness. 
And the mirth of our foemen will deepen our 

sadness ! 



32 David's lament for 

Ye monntaina of G3boa — ne*er, fatal momitaiiis. 
May dew more refresh yon; and closed be the fountains 
Which pour forth the rain to replenish your verdure. 
And clothe you with plenty; — for there uninterred are 
The bones of the mighty, the bones of the royal ! — 
Ah ! there, as if never his head, from the vial 
Of prophets, with oil had received its anointing. 
Lies the buckler of Saul, all our hopes disappointing ! 

When, when did the bow turn with gore-drops un- 
spotted. 
Which Jonathan drew, or with carnage unglutted ? 
Wlien, when was the faulchion of Saul vainly gleam- 

By the mighty unfeared, with no purple floods 
streaming ? — 

They were swifter than eagles — ^to battle when rush- 
ing; 

They were stronger than lions — ^the heathen when 
crushing ; — 
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Oh! lovely and pleasant their lives were ; and, dyings 
Undivided they fell — ^side by side they are lying. 

Ye daughters of Israel^ loud be your weepings 
For Saul, royal Saul, his long slumber is sleeping ; 
Unrobed does he lie, who with scarlet arrayed you, 
Ye villus, the envy of all who surveyed you ; 
Who made the rich spoils of the foe your adorning, 
The gold of Philistia; — oh, loud be your mourning ! 
In the midst of the battle, borne down in the fight, he 
Unhonoured lies slain ! — Oh, how fallen are the 
mighty ! 

Oh Jonathan! thee, too, whom nought else could 

sever. 
Has the red hand of slaughter torn from me for ever ; 
On the heights that were thine, thou liest bleeding, 

my brother. 
Thou that lovedst me more than the sons of thy 

mother. 
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Heart-broken I tiiink of our vanislied connexioii ; 
Thine far^ far surpassed even woman's affection ! 
Oh^ how fallen are the mighty ! — In death lie ex- 
tended 
The chiefs who their country adorned and defended! 
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THE DEATH OF ABSALOM. 



Bbforb the gate^ in moumfol state^ the royal exik 

kept. 
With Jadah's chiefs, his anxious watch, and bitterly 

he wept; 
For heavy was King David's heart, while all bat his 

were glad; 
While hope from other fiaces beamed, his coontenance 

was sad: 
Domestic sorrows public joy tends but to aggravate ; 
When grief pervades the drooping soul, how irksome 

royal state ! 
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" Fear not, fear not," the people cried, " the fight be 

8ure is won ;" — 
** O Absalom !" the monarch sighed, ^ O Absalom, 

my son !" 

Forth from his tower the watchman looked, the 

comers to espy ; 
From Gphraim*s wood he saw with speed a messenger 

draw nigh. 
He looked again ; when, lo ! in sight a swifter still 

than he : 
He overtakes him — he outstrips. " Good will the 

tidings be ; — 
Tis Ahimaaz runs, O king !" ^ Then surely all is well ; 
He would not else the foremost be this day the news 

to tell." 
^ 'Tis Zadok's son," all Israel cried, " the fight be 

sure is won !" 
" O Absalom!" King David sighed, « Absalom, 

my son !" 
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At David's feet, with reveresce meet^ kneels Ahimaaz 

now: — 
^ Thy foes, O king, are overthrown ; rebellion's pride 

lies low ; 
The Lord thy God for us hath fought ; to him the 

glory give." 
^ But what of Absalom, my son ? — O tell me, does 

he live?" 
^ 1 saw him not — in haste I came ; a tumult there arose. 
When Joab sent me from the field: nought more 

thy servant knows." 
** Praise we the Lord," the people cried, "the victory 

is won !" 
" O God, preserve," the monarch sighed, " my Ab- 
salom, my son !" 

Low at the royal footstool bends a messenger once 

more: — 
^ Thy wrongs hath God avenged, O king ! rebellion's 

reign is o'er." 
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^ Bat, tell me^ Cushi, fares it well with youthful 

Absalom ?" 
^ As he is now, my lord O Idng^ may all thy foes 

become !" 
The shouts were hushed ; the weeping sire to agony 

was moved ; 
He sought his chamber, there to mourn the fate of 

his beloved ; 
And> as he went, aloud he cried, — ''My son, my 

hapless son I 
Would God that I for thee had died, O Absalom, 

my son !" 
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HEBREW ODE OF EXULTATION. 



Psalm zWL 



God is our refuge ! our Btrengtii he will prove ; 

In trouble our help will he be ! 
What have we to fear then^ though earth should 
removey 
And the mountains be plunged in the sea ? 
Though in tumult should roar the dread waters of 

ocean. 
And the firm mountains shake with the tearful com- 
motion ? 
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There is a river^ whose streams deep and broad. 

Shall the city of God flow to cheer. 
That city inclosing the holy abode 
Where Jehovah delights to appear. 
While God is a tower in her midst, what shall move 

her? 
God is with her : her fears shall right early be over. 

Raged the fierce heathen ; their boasting was proud. 

The kingdoms were roused to their prey : 
He uttered his voice, than the thunder more loud> 
The solid earth melted away I 
The dread Lord of Hosts, he is with us, and nerves 

us, 
The tried God of Jacob, our refuge, preserves us. 

Come, and behold what the Lord hath achieved, 
The works of his arm of renown : 

What wide desolations the earth has received. 
How her glory has passed at his irown ! 
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FVom his people, fierce wars, to earth's bomid'ries he 

tameth. 
Breaks the spear, cats the bow, and the swift chariot 

bnmeth. 

^ Israel, be still, that henceforth ye may know 

That I, only I am your God : 
To my sceptre the heathen submissive shall bow, 
^7 glo^ through earth shall be showed." 
The dread Lord of Hosts, he is with us and nerves us. 
The tried God of Jacob, our reiiige, preserves us ! 
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HEBREW ELEGY. 



pMlm cxxxvii. 

Down by thy rivers, Babylon^ we sate. 

And as we mused on Zion's desart state. 

Wept at remembrance of her woes, unstrung 

Our silent harps upon the willows hung : 

For they who captived us, and wrought us wrong. 

With bitter taunt, required of us a song ; 

Hiey who had caused our strength to waste away> 

Mocking our grief, bade our sad hearts be gay. 

" Come strike," they said, '' your harp's neglected 

string. 
And one of Zion's cheerful anthems sing." 
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How^ sball we sing^ in this unhallowed land^ 
Thy song, Jehovah ? — Never ! May my hand 
Forg'et its cunnings when I thee forget, 
Jemsalem, for whom my cheeks are wet ! 
May tunefdl sounds no more my tongue employ 
When I prefer not thee above my chiefest joy ! 

Remember^ Lord, how Edom's children railed 
In that sad day when Zion's foes prevailed ; 
'' Rase her^" they shouted^ *^ level with the plain; 
Rase her^ nor let there stone on stone remain !" 

Daughter of Babylon^ ezult not thou ; 
Soon shall thy pride be in the dust laid low. 
A curse is on thee-— blessed shall he be 
Who executeth judgment upon thee. 
Bringing on thee the fate so well deserved. 
And serving thee as thou hast Israel served ; 
Who shall thy streets fill with thy matrons' moans. 
And dash tki/ little ones against the stones. 
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CALVARY. 



Mount of borrors ! Calvary ! 
Where, on the accursed tree, 
Christ his life a ransom gave^ 
Man's rebellious race to save. 
Mount of horrors ! thee I sing, 
Wafled on Contrition's wing 
To thy summit, thence to view 
What our g^t had rendered due. 

Yonder raggedy flinty way 
Firsts my mournful soul, survey. 



CALVARY. 45 

Lo> where the delirious throng 

Urge the Man of Woes along. 

Overburdened, braised, and faint — 

Who the crael scene may paint ! 

See him sink, as np the steep 

He strains! — Weep, Salem's daughters^ 

weep! 
Not alone for him you see 
On his road to Calvary, 
Weep — but for yourselves ; for you 
And your babes the deed shall rue ! 

Onward still, thou Man Divine, 

Lies that thorny track of thine ; 

More indignity and pain, 

£re the destined spot thou gain. 

Doomed to suffer. — Why that pause ? 

How the scene my spirit awes ! 

Is the final crime begun ? 

Is that bruised, that mangled one 
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To the cross sopinely bound ? 
See^ his hands and feet they wound ! 
Was it thus Messiah died? 
Hide the spectacle. Oh hide ! 

Ah ! 'tis done ! — apon the rood. 
Crimsoned with his sacred blood. 
There he hangs the thieves between. 
He of meek, majestic mien. 
He his Father's image pure. 
Sin's demerit to endure ! 

And is no kind soother near? 

None to succour, none to cheer? 

Where is he who vowed to shed 

His life's blood for him ? — he has fled. 

Where is he who on his breast, 

Much favoured youth, was wont to rest ? 

Gone, e'en that beloved one— gone ! 

He treads the wine-press all alone. 
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With no refuge but the gnnre» 

Of all deserted^ all to save ! 

By God above, and men below. 

By earth and heaven, forsaken now. 

See him langoiah ! hear him groan! 

Mortals, have ye hearts of stone ? 

Is not hatred yet a|>peased ? 

Has not yet yonr malice ceased ? 

Still the Jew's blaspheming leer; 

Still the Roman's callous jeer ; 

Still those dying sons of crime 

Railing out their fleeting time ! 

All conspire the dregs to pour 

Of wrath's full cup on that dread hour. 

Hark ! with the voice of God he cries, 

" 'Tis finished !^ Scorn turns pale — he dies ! 

For so Redeeming Mercy willed. 

All is now at leng^th fulfilled ; 

Christ has bowed his sacred head. 

And seeks the regions of the dead. 
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As 1 contemplate the sight, 

Shrinlu my spirit with affright ; 

Trembles all the man within. 

Conscious of that blackest sin ! 

Well might heaven its light withdraw ! 

Well might earth recoil with awe ! 

Well the temple's veil might rend ! 

Well the wondering dead ascend, 

Startled by the daring deed 

Which doomed the Liord of life to bleed ! 

Whom on Calvary thus I view, 

'twas I — 'twas I that slew ! 

1 transpierced him, mocked him, spumed ; 
I such love with hate returned ! 

Spirit, that canst bid them flow, 
Touch the springs of holy woe ! 
Let mioe eyes as fountains be, 
Pouring tears incessantly, 
Like a deluge, down my cheek ! 
Break this flinty heart. Oh break ! 
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Mount of wonden ! Galyary ! 
When I fix my gaze on thee, 
Adoration sways my soul ; 
Mysteries round thy summit roll 
Angel's ken can never pierce^ 
Nor archangel's power disperse. 

Who, with garments dyed in blood, 
Victor in that conflict stood,^ 
Which the power of Satan broke. 
And released us from his yoke ? 
Who was thus for sinners slain ? 
Who this ignominious pain 
Freely, £^«dly underwent? 
God, the Lford Omnipotent — 
He who glory's middle throne 
Fills — the Unbegotten Son ; 
In the plenitude of bliss. 
Forming, ruling all that is. 
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That thou from ifae raTening* gmve 

Mightst be omnipotent to save> 

And from that roaring lion's power 

Who ever aeeketh to devour. 

What shall harm me, while I lean 

On thy cross in spirit seen ? 

Nought ! — Thy strength can never frdi — 

Never shall my foes prevail : 

Though in tenfold might they rise^ 

My soul their utmost rage defies^ 

When to Calvary 1 turn. 

lliere 1 my privilege discern. 

And in thy redemption strong, 

March triamphsmtly along : 

March rejoicing, for I feel 

Thy kind hand my bruises heal, 

And a taste at times bestow 

Of Eteaven's enjoyments here below. 

Upward looking, I behold 

Paradise its gates unfold ; 
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Where a mannon waits for me, — 
Where of life's unfading tree 
I the blessed froit shall share. 
And to those living founts repair, 
Which, gashing forth at God's right hand. 
Flow copious through Immanuel's land. 

Till the hour when over death 
Exulting with my latest breath, 
Prompt me with this mortal tongue 
To thy praise to pour my song. 
Captain of my salvation 1 Thou 
From whom each perfect gift must flow — 
Thou who all this bliss for me 
Purchased'st on Calvary ! 
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THE TWO HORSEMEN. 



He Cometh ! he cometh ! the death-dealing kiog^; 
His pale steed is fleet as the hurricane's wing : 
Around him are raYening the monsters g{ hell. 
Earth shrinks from their a^ct> and shakes with their 
yen. 

He cometh 1 he cometh ! with sword dripping gore : 
Desolation behind him, and terror before : 
His banner of darkness above him is spread. 
With pestilent vapour earth smokes at his tread. 
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Her kings and her captaiiu oppose him in Tain ; 
Iler mantle no longer can cover her slain ; 
The g^at are down-tnunpled> the mighty ones fail. 
And their armies are scattered like leaves on the 
gale. 

The beasts of the forest exult o'er their prey. 
Grim Slaughter mows onward his merciless way, 
Gaunt Famine^ and livid Disease, at his side, 
O'er monarchs and nations triumphantly ride. 

And now from their dumber the tempests awaken ; 
They rage, and tiie stars from their orbits are shaken ; 
The sun gathers blackne98> the moon turns to blood. 
The heavens pass away ; and the isles from the flood. 

And the mountains from earth, at the tumult retreat t 
The prince and the peasant — ^the abject, the great — 
The youthful, the aged— the fearful, the brave— 
The strongman, the feeble, the freeman, the slave, 
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To caverns and dens for a Iiidiiig-plaoe nm ; 
Bat who ihe keen eye of Jehovviicaii sken? 
FVom his face to conceal them, despairing tkey call 
To the rocks and the monntains upon them to fall : 

In Tain ; for the day of decision at last 

Has dawned, and the season of mercy is past : 

He oometh from heaven, with the sword and ihe rod, 

Who shall tread in his fory the wine-press of €vod« 

His angel the fowls is inviting aloud 

To the carnage of steeds and their riders to crowd, 

Whose flesh shall he mangled, whose blood diaH be 

spilled) 
That the vultures and ravens may eat and be fifled. 

He cometh I he cbmeth ! how gloAous the si^t [ 
His horse as the snow newly fallen is white ; 
On his head are the crowns that betoken his power, 
From his eyes flash red lightnings his foes to^evour. 



TBE TWO HORSEMEN. 59 

In blood lias tke yeshire been dipped that lie wean. 
And a name on his thigh and his Testare he bears ; 
The Sovereign of sovereignsy that loftiest of namesy 
And Lord of all lords, its possessor proclaions. 

And white are the horses, as snow without stain. 
Of the thonsands of thousands who ride in his train ; 
And white and unspotted the robes he has given 
To be worn on this day by the armies of heaven. 

The bow in his hand, lo ! unerring he bends, 
With the sword from his mouth every spirit he 

rends. 
By his rod are down-smitten all they that oppose. 
And from conquering to conquer resistless he goes. 

The beast, the false prophet, and satan, and death. 
He thrusts to the pit that is yawning beneath ; 
Where tortures unceasing their vitals shall rend, 
And the smoke of their torment for ever ascend. 
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But see^ where his presence the darkims illames. 
How loTely the aspect creation assumes I 
New hearens, a new earthy a new ocean ariae 
That fill every heart with a wdcome surprise. 

A city majestic and spacious appears, 
Which sin cannot enter^ where dried are all tears; 
With beauty resplendent, from dangers secure ; 
Where fruits as perennial, and waters as pure 

As He who erects it, the blessed await : 
With shoutings of triumph they enter the gate. 
With God their Redeemer for ever to reign, 
And it closes on all but the Lamb and his train. 
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A MIDSUMMER REVERIE. 



Mysterious, blest^ Mysian day ! 
When.by some spirit land to stray,-*- 
Hovering' concealed from grosser sight. 
For mortal vision all too bright ; — 
These favoured feet, in waking dream. 
Roved by that sweet sequestered stream. 
Where sure the fairy queen holds eourt. 
And all propitious elves resort. 
I will not cease to deem some birth 
Thou usheredst in to gladden earth ;-^ 
Some bard divine, or gifted sage. 
Sent to conduct an erring age 
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Into the track dcrigpied for man, 
That marrer of his Maker's plan ; 
Or patriot, whose determined soul 
Shall frenzied anarchy control^ 
And drag her, stript of her disgaise, 
Before a loathing nation's eyes : — 
1 will not cease to deem, that not 
By millions shalt then be forgot. 
More than by me, thou blissful time, 
Theme yet of numbers more sublime 
Than my faint-breatUng l^re can yields 
In loftier minstrelsyunddUed. 

So placid the transparent tide 
Flowed on, it scared was seen to gUde t 
No vessel cut its yielding wave, 
No famting youth, his limbs to lave, 
Sought that diBlicious solitude ; 
As my lone ramUe I puximed. 
No human foot was nigh, nor aught 
To break the silken web of thought 
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That stillnesa in my boBom twioedy 
And spread o'er my reposing mind. 

• 

I felt delight, I knew not why ; 
The water woke it, and the sky> 
And every sound, and every sight, 
SoUen or cheerful, dark or bright ; 
Bliss was the genius of the scene, 
Perceived without, and felt within* 

I wandered on, without an aim, 
All ever changing, yet the same. 
At each new sight, at each new sound. 
My reverie grew more profoimd. 
Long dwelt my gaze upon the stream. 
That glistened in the sun's warm beam 
And, clear as crystal, glided o'er 
A channel fertile as the shore ; 
For many a plant was springing there 
Which never drank the upper air ; 
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And foine, whoie topmost leaves alone 
Upon the water's surlEice thrown. 
As if upon the son to gaze* 
Basked dewless in the fervid rays. 
My eye was fixed, and throogh my soul 
Eadi moment new born §uudea stole^ 
Fantastic as the doods of even. 
Disporting in the w e st ein heaven, 

A thousand insects on the wing. 
Above the water flattering. 
Or down upon its surface dashing. 
Resplendent hues aroond were flashing. 
Bine, glossy black, green> scarlet, gold. 
All the eye covets to behold. 
A thousand more remained at rest 
Upon the stream^s unyielding breast. 
And with its motion* borne along. 
Glided, a dull, inactive, throng. 
True portraiture of human life. 
Its mingled listlessness and strife ; 
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Where some wiifaont an effort pass^ 
Borne on a carreni smooth as glass, 
And undistinguished and unknown, 
Resign for^ease a brief renown ; 
While they who seek a lot more high. 
Their wings incessantly most ply, 
And sacrifice sabstantial gain 
The poor distinction to obtain. 

6elow> the finny tribe, at play, 
In shoals along the limpid way. 
Darting from under stone or moss. 
Shot onward, upward, or across; 
Fearless, without a cause tor fear. 
Nor net nor hook that day was near. 

Skirting the margin as I went. 
The wild flowers round diffused their scent. 
And charmed with varied tints the view ; 
Here snowy white, there heavenly blue. 
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Some red, as if thai &bled War 

Had sprinkled here Adonis' gore ! 

Some yellow, as if Danae's bower 

Had here received the golden shower. 

Some laughed with the rejoicing sky. 

Some with the water seemed to sigh ; 

Some ii|>ward towered, some downward hong ; 

Alone, or closely grouped, they sprung; 

Here one seemed o'er her lover's urn, 

A solitary maid, to monm ; 

There, all the gentle sbpe o'erspreading, 

Dian her white-robed nymphs seemed leading 

To plonge in tlie inviting wave. 

Where no rash eye might see them lave. 

Nor sylvan objects less my thought 
Shaped to new aspect, as they caught 
Alternately my roving' eye. 
With meads, and rivulet, and sky. 
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Lake haughty beauty 'midflt the throngs 

The tall, straight poplar reared its head ; 
Liike honour sheltering worth firom wrong, 

The oak its booghs majestic spread ; 
The graceful birch, like simple maid. 

In none but native charms arrayed ; 

Like some deserted fair, the willow. 

Making the moaning stream its pillow : 

You might have fancied you could see 

A lovely nymph in every tree. 

Contrasted with some branch decayed, 

Or of its foKage disarrayed, 

The shrubs their leaves that never shed. 

Studded with groups of berries red. 

Still bright and green, when Summer's reign 

Is o'er, and Winter rules the plain ; 

Of virtue's glories mutely spoke. 

Or sighs for fleeting beauty woke. 

And when a soft-voiced frolic breeze 

Rustled the tresses of the trees, 
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So rapidly the coloun cbaoged. 
So fitfully commingling ranged, 
That for the empire of ike grave 
It seemed as light and shadow strove. 

Listiess, upon a verdant bank, 
Absorbed in mute delight, I sank. 
Where the thick bushes formed a shade^ 
Through which the sunbeams mildly played^ 
On either hand the rural scene 
A winding hid, and shut me in, 
With nought to gaze at but the sky, 
And the clear streamlet gliding by ; 
And opposite, a grove, which threw 
0*er half the flood a dusky hue, 
Contrasting with the azure well. 
Which also on that mirror fell. 

Twas pleasant there to lie, and watch 
The stream each faintest shadow catch. 
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And listen to each soothing sound 
That waked at intenrals aroand. 
For ever and anon some bee 
Wonld pass with marmnring melody ; 
Or some light breease the foliage stirred ; 
Or pooled its «>ng: some ai»een bird. 
Warbling the loud, quick note of pleasure, 
Love's tender lay, woe's plaintive measure ; 
Or happy grasshopper, more near. 
Chirped its shrill music in my ear. 

Across the water lay sublime 
My shadow, like the gloom of time, 
Through which the insect nations passed. 
With ceaseless impulse, thick and fast. 
And when some fish, with sudden leap. 
Disturbed the sluggish current's sleep, 
Wider the spreading circle stretched. 
Until from shore to shore it reached. 
So spring eflfects, efiects succeeding. 
From causes which we slightest deem. 
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From age to age still wider spreading, 

Till they embrace time's mighty stream. 
Not then unnoticed down the tide 
Could moss or weed, slow sailing, glide. 
In tangled masses, but awoke 
Some fancy, or some moral spoke. 
Nor could a vagrrant butterfly. 
Without exciting, pass mc by. 
A harp of ecstacy, my soul 
Courted each object's soft controul. 
And to the mystic touch responding. 
Its murmurs ceaselessly were sounding. 

At length the distant vesper bell 
Rung out departing daylight's knell : 
The shadows darkened in the stream ; 

9 

Peeped forth the glow-worm's feeble gleam ; 
Hie crow's hoarse signal, as he flew 
To his high nest, my spirit knew ; — 
From my long reverie I started. 
And frolh the scene of bliss departed. 



A MIDSUMMER REVERIE. 73 

Distant, reveredy regretted tide! 
Uatainted mayst thou ever glide. 
The poefs haunt in f oture yean ; 
Reflect his smiles — ^receive his tears : 
His soul by thee be tranquillized. 
Who, in the fount of song baptized, 
Amid the herd of human kind 
No solace for his griefs can find. 
O ! be thy banks for him reserved. 
When rent by sufferings undeserved, 
Or on some lofty theme intent, 
His steps are from the city bent : 
And her — ^for such there are, though few, 
The maiden, stainless, fervent, true. 
Who seeks, in absence, shades like thine, 
To linger, at affection's shrine. 
The lazy-footed hours away, 
Impatient of the long delay. 

The guileless maid, the child of song. 
These be thy sole frequenters long ! e 
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Far, ever far from tkee remain 

AU diat would desecrate or staiR ; 

Thy wave be mqpoUated still ; 

Thy banks nncrowned by noisy mill ; 

Thy skies nndimmed with hateful smoke ; 

Thy trees still spared the axe's stroke : 

One green oasis, 'mid the waste 

By Commerce of an Eden made ; 
One monument, for Pilgrim Taste 

To weep oW, of the reign decayed 
Of Nature, and those simpler joys. 

But more substantial, mofe sublime^ 
Refinement's mincing step destroy^-^ 

The purer bliss of elder time. 
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KIRKSTAL ABBEY^ 
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A nuLcmn^T or a LO?«cBm ron. 



Thus wfaHe we talk nf days goae bj, 
Lo! Kirkstal bnrsfts ^0B tfe cje— 
O how f fiek my homm ftriD! 
No poef s pes — ^no aitiif s skiDy 
Could such a fcene ai^;lit portny, 
Coold its strange inflneiioe convey. 

* This beantifii] min is situated in Airedale, near Leeds, 
Yorkshire. The tower is resiai^ahly picturesque : two 
sides of it were thrown down many years ago by a slight 
shock of an earthquake; the remainder yet retains its 
original height 
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It stayed my feet — ^it fixed my gaze — 
It filled my heart with sweet amaze ; 
It seemed to whisper things so sad. 
While every bird was singling glad^ 
And the gay landscape smiling round. 
As the blue sky received the sound — 
The cheerful sound of g^atulation^ 
The morning hymnings of creation. 
It seemed to mourn the vanished night. 
And sicken at the spreading light ; 
Like that Archangel, when he stood 
Sole evil, where all else was good. 
Scowled at the sun, then first created. 
And told him how his beams he bated. 
So sad, but not so harsh, the voice 

With which yon ruin seemed to say, 
'Twere vain to ask it to rejoice. 

It did hot love the glare of day ; 
As the half-risen sun, attended 
By gorgeous-liveried clouds, ascended. 
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And all the bliss he was awaking^ 

Seemed from ten tiioasand foil hearts breaking. 

My eye with unalloyed delight 
Long drank the rapture of the sight : 
First on the gloomy pile 'twould rest^ 

And then thro* all the vale 'twould wander ; 
Glance to the woods that skirt the west, 

Follow the gentle Aire's meander : 
On yon far shadowy mountains fix* 

That^ tinged with morning's brightest hues. 
With eastern clouds so gaily mix. 

They cheat the eye that steadiest views 
Their t^hanging forms, intent to know 
If earth or ether form the show^ 
And give such shapes fantastic birth ; — 
Earth now se^ms ethers-ether earth. 

But whither would my muse be soaring ? 
Suppose us now the pile exploring ; 
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A reverend pile^ whose mftntle green 
Of moM and ivy^ form a sereen 
Of living beanty, gently moving 
When the soft wind abroad is roving : 
And catching a sweet sound, tiiat gives 
A voice of sadness to its leaves ; 
A sigh, that wakes a sigh within as. 
Unless some deadening spell enohain as. 

O what a sadly-pleasing host ' 
Of thoughts my musing spirit crossed. 
As through the secrets of the place 
We passed with meditative pace ; 
Where undisturbed the echoes sleep. 
And the damp walls their silence weep, 
And the tall trees their shadow throw. 
To hide the prostrate roots below, 
The guardian genius of each cell — 
And in expressive »lenee tell. 
By hoary trunk and. time-beared root. 
What years have passed since human foot 
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Hu trod the sacred moold they cover^ 
By steps profane ne'er trayersed over. 

Thus wrapt in awe we reach the door^ 

By mournful ivy mantled o'er ; 

From which the cloistered aisle extends^ 

To where the diattered tewer ascends^ 

Diffusing dignity around^ 

Though half its ruins strew the g^und. 

So, though afiUction's tempests rend 

Its hopes and all its comforts shiver. 
The noble spirit scorns to bend» 

But rears its head as high as ever ; 
As far above the vulgar height 
As ere the storm discharged its spite. 



80 



MONASTIC RUINS 



AT SUNSET. 



How eloquent is yon decaying pile I 
What human tongue can to the soul conyey 
Emotions such as in me the mute voice 
Issuing thence awakens ! 

Of the days 
Gone by it whispers — of a race who trod 
This pleasant vale^ ere yet onsylvanized 
By smoke-emitting mills ; of cowled monks^ 
A silent throngs who, in austerest wise, 
Mistaught devotion, tenanted these cells. 
How mournful, how disastrous, were the tale 
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Of each departed spirit's eartUy sojourn. 
That 'neath yon shattered tower, from life's turmoil 
Sought, wearied, an asylum: when these walls 
No moss invested ; when these columns round 
No ivy tendrils twined ; when to these floors. 
So damp, so fertile, the protecting roof 
Forbade the rain to penetrate ; and each arch, 
Through which the blustering winds in triumph rush. 
Opposed to their incursions, nor in vain. 
Its gorgeous-tinctured fence. 

Where are they now ? 
They sleep — they long have slept — their crimes, their 

woes — 
All their strange history in oblivion whelmed, 
That once with deeper interest could pervade * 
The breasts of those who listened, than could all 
The warlike feats, the stately pageantries. 
The moving accidents, that kept the world 
Fearing, admiring. 

AD is now forgot — 

E 5 
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Bat at an hour like thisi when aatnnin spreads 
Her yellow mande o*er die waning eaith. 
And 'iieaib tke blue serene no.tempesl larks 
To oyerpower with disoiord Ae soft notes, 
Or dull the spirit's he^iring} tfae'lone son. 
The everlasting witness of the deeds 
Of restless man's ephemelid generations. 
Draws while he sets, from these expressive ruins, 
As erst from Memnon's harp he rising tibnew. 
Mysterious music, kindling to high themes 
The young enthasiast's fancy ; and the heart. 
Not by the world's coptact yet rendered cidious, 
Suffusing with a grateful melancholy 
The dew that fosters virtuoas aspirations 
And virtuous deeds. Go, listen to the tones. 
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HELVELLYN. 

Clouds are beneath me^^fiser clouds above — 
Earth, waters, sky, from keenest vision hiding; 
All save this patch of cliiBT— rthis streamlet's gliding. 
Where is my pathway ? Soft — a step may prove 
Fatal. But, lo ! the mists begin to move. 
Revealing by degrees the silent lake. 
Awful at once and beauteous. They remove 
Farther and farther : flake melts after flake, 
Tilly wide around me, sunshine sports with shade. 
O'er sterile wilds, and vales with plenty teeming, 
And mountains huge, each moment other seeming 
Than just they seemed. And now the whole outspread 
Bursts on me in its brightness. How the eye 
Fills the expanding soul with ecstasy ! 
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Beautiful art thoa, Derwent Lake, 

And o'er me comes a mood 
As exqaisite, wh3e thas I gaze, 
As ever bard of proudest bays 

Absorbed^ who here hath stood ; 
Oh, were but mine the power to express 
In strains as sweet thy loveliness ! 

Glisten, beneath the setting sun. 

Thy small transparent waves : 
Verdant thy scattered isles appear. 
And the waving trees and shmbs they bear. 
And the shadows^ gendy stirred but clear. 

In the flood their banks that laves : 
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Like emeralds set in a ring of gold^ 

babes, that a fair motber's arms enfold. 



And gently o'er thy bosom floats 

The little white-winged bark. 
Which to yon islet bears along 
Its happy freight of the fair and yoong. 
With as joyous a murmur of undersong 

As the dove, when it left the ark 
In quest of its long-lost bower of rest. 
Exiled no more firom its downy nest. 

When I lift up my eyes to view 

Yon everlasting bills. 
Rugged and bold — ^with cloudlets crowned- 
By man unsealed — an awe profound 

My inmost bosom fills : 
An eagle thirst absorbs me then 
To soar beyond the abodes of men. 



86 DEEWE9T LAKE. 

I fed all ipiiit ! Botlgrow 
A child of eutt onoe iDiNre> 

EnrJianted by the gorgeaos hues 

In which each trailnig daad imbuea 
The waate it p aa a et h oVr : 

O glorioiUy O traaaceadent aight ! 

Can other worida jield aught ao bright I 

And hark ! a atill amall voice I hear— 

A aolema Yoice, b«t aweet ; 
From mountain hoar, and ialet gnen. 
And crystal wave> and aky serene. 

My listening li^irit greet : 
Of holy hermit, hapless chief, 
It whispers, and the lorn one's grief. 

For yonder, from the worid remote. 

Did good Saint Herbert pray ; 
And yonder roae the Radcliflk's towers. 
Ere from their sweet sequestered bowers 
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Rebellion lured to stray, 
And of all shelter reft their dame. 
Save yon bleak crag that bears her name. 

Thus could I on thy margin stand 

For eyer^ lovely lake^ 
Musing on what hath been of yore — 
Though now the snn the elilEi no more 
Gilds^ and with thtinder stem Lowdore 

Seems the wild scene to shake : 
There are, whose souls tbou more canst sway, 
Thos dimly seen, than even by day. 
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SHUDDAUD THE BLASPHEMER. 

A PERSIAN TRADITION. 

^ Tell me no more,'' the scorner cried, 
^ Tell me of Paradise no more ; 

A paradise will I provide 
Sach as no eye hath seen before ; 

Where in volaptuousness I'll bask ; 

None else I need, none else I ask." 

Spake Yemen's king, in pride of heart. 
And straight the satraps waiting round. 

So gathering from his beck, depart 
To search for that delicious gpround 

Which meetest should in all things be 

For gaidens of felicity. 
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They sought it east, they sooght it west. 
They trayersed all the realms of earth ; 

But still the spot all deemed the best 
They found who went to Syria forth ; 

The skies were there for ever calm. 

There zephyrs breathed perpetual balm. 

A hundred sages had command^ 

Craftsmen of genius and of skill. 
To gather from each distant land ; 

And kings> obedient to his will. 
Sent there, from Ormuz, Greece, or Ind, 
All the rich stores their slaves could find. 

High rose the structure, as they plied. 
The countless throng, their daily toil : 

And black with fleets was every tide. 
And white with camels all the soil. 

Laden with silver, and with gold. 

And all things glorious to behold. 
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Years rolled on yearn — the world was young- 
A month was then^ as now^ a day ; 

So bards the most inspired have song — 
Five oentories had passed away^ 

Ere the proad monarch's longing eyes 

Beheld complete that palace rise. 

Thrice glorious sight ! On every side 
Did sapphire sparkle, topaz glow, 

Ghalcedon spread its lustre wide> 
And beryl its transparence show ; 

No g^m of price or jewel rare 

But met in rich profusion there. 

The walls, of ruddy gold composed. 
And sQver white, with pearls between, 

A thousand spacious courts inclosed ; 
Round which the vestibules were seen 

Of twice a thousand rooms, and these 

Were graced with twice a thousand trees. 
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Whose stems tHtii gold and silver shone ; 

Green amethysts for leares were spread ; 
For frnit the. clustered pearls hung down ; 

And Ihrittg trees their dainties shed 
£ach pair between — ^fonned to delight 
The palate these> as those the sight ; 

While strewn Uke sand upon the ground, 
Did amber^ musk^ and saffron send 

Their delicate perfume around : 
There did all tUngs voluptuous blend 

To Irim's garden to impart 

Whatever can glad a mortal's heart. 

'' Heralds !" the haughty Shuddaud cried — 
*' Marshal the pomp in long array ; 

AU Yemen's chivalry must ride 
With me to Irim's groves to-day ; 

And all her noble, all her fair. 

In all their gorgeous state be there." 
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The pomp was marshalled : warriors bold. 
Satraps aad princes, swelled the train. 

And ladies cast in beauty's moold ; 
Their numbers spoke his boundless reign : 

Millions on millions came to view 

The opening of this Eden new. 

And with them came a beauteous throng. 
With bosoms white^ and soft black eyes. 

All formed for love^ all skilled in song. 
The houris of that Paradise ; 

Ready to enter in they stopd, 

And people that sweet solitude. 

Forth rode the king. A chosen few 
Attendant spurred their Arab steeds. 

And speeded straight the gate unto. 
What thus his furious course impedes ? 

He stops — ^he pants — his cheek grows pale — 

What can the lord of empires ail ? 
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His ear an awfal voice has heard^ 

A ghastly sight his eye has seen : 
He turned at that mysterious word 

To gaze upon the spectre's mien^ 
Whose griant presence barred his way ; — 
" Mortal," it cried, ** thou'rt mine to-day !" 

^ And who art thou?" he trembling said ; 

^ The angel Azrael am I, 
Prince of the regions of the dead ; 

Thy days are numbered, scomer— die !" 
^ Spare me," he prayed, ^ a few short hours, 
'Till I have entered Irim's bowers." 

But Azrael's will no prayers can move. 
From Azrael's grasp escape is vaio ; 

Even as to fly the monarch strove. 
His palsied fingers dropped the rein: 

Breathless to earth his body fell. 

His guilty soul was borne to hell. 
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Initant the tbandar bellowed loiid. 
And lightnings from the «kiafl flmshed finrtli, 

Sweeping that rash and impious crowd> 
With all their pageantry, icom earth ; 

Nor ever more wto vision giwn 

To man, of that teirestrial lieaieu. : 
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BATTLE SCENES. 

ON VIEWING THE FSRISTREPRIC PANORAMA OF THE 
BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 

Oh ! how can I gene with delight 

On a scene so revolting as this ? 
Has bloodshed attractions to rivet the sight. 

Or awaken emotions of bliss ? 
Can Genius enchant mie so much. 

As to make me forget I am man ? 
Can it deaden my bosom to Sympathy's touch ? — 

Oh, cm'se on its charms if it can ! 
Oh, carse on such charms! I would spurn their 

control. 
And debar fhem for ever access to my soul ! 
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Nay, tell me not Valour is proud 

To dweU on the vision of fear. 
To point to some spot 'mid the mnrderons crowd, 

And exulting exclaim, ^ I was there !^ 
Let Valour, incased in its pride. 

Unshrinking the carnage survey; 
Far other emotions, and nearer allied 

To Virtue, my bosom shall sway ; 
Soft Pity shall call up the tear to my eye. 
As the pageant of horror and death passes by. 

See, see, how ike sqoadions advance I 

They are meeting ! — ^what fury they breathe t 
Each musket is poised, and uplifted each lance, 

Each sword has deserted its sheath ! 
O horror ! — ^they mingle ! — ^they close ! 

They drop like reaped com on the plain ! 
The harvest of death, how tremendous it grows ! 

Spare, spare me I it fires through my brain ! 
O God ! that the earth should have witnessed a sight 
From which hell itself might shrink back with affright ! 
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The honoured, the noble, the jwsag, 

The loved, the lamented, are down ! 
The palace, the cottage, with anguish have rung, 

The hopes they encircled are flown. 
Weep, mothers — weep, widows— and weep. 

Fond sisters, this sorrowful day ! 
Sons, husbands, and brothers, for ever must sleep 
Far, far from their kindred away ! 
Oh, bitteriy, bitterly, long must ye mourn ! 
Ye watch — ^but, alas ! they wQl never return ! 

Ah, mark what impatience there beams 
On the face of that youth, as he calls, 
^ To the onset !" — of conquest, of glory, he dreams — 

One step, but one step — and he falls ! 
The tumult of war hurries on, 

Deserted and helpless he lies — 
No ftiend to assist or bemoan him, not one — 
He groans — ^bis heart flutters — ^he dies ! 
How ghastly the features but now lighted up 
With the warm glow of health and the radiance of 
hope! p 
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And see, yon dark plnnes kow they flo«l 
Wkere tke flag of revenge ia npreared : 
The ckief of an iltfated koiue they denote. 
Young BnmfwiGk! The onen ke heard 
As he stood ^mid the lovely and brave ; 

Tlie first distant note of alarm : — 
Ah, Prince I 'twas the aommona to this bloody grave, 
No wonder the dance lost its charm ; 
No wonder the strains feU unheeded on thee. 
Which filled the g^y revellers round wiik suck glee! 

But veil it — ah, veil the sad scene ! 

Close, close the long detail of woe ! 
Did no pause of mercy at length intervene ? 

Did blood thus unceasingly flow ? — 
Oh, show me no pictures of war. 

They call up no joys in my breast ; 
Such joys firom my bosom be banished afar. 

Be the feelings they cherish repressed ! 

I hate them ! — Oh, when will war's miseries cease^ 

And its sword be exchanged for the ploughshare of 
peace ? 
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True, true, 'tu a q>lendid display. 

And extorts the applanse of the eye ; 
Bat the pomp, and Ae glitter, and martial array. 

Can I look on Aem all, nor a sigh 
Be heaved, that such tinsel shovM hide 

The features of war from the view ? 
Oh, might Reason at length draw the curtain aside. 

And exhibit their horribk hue ; 
Were they stripped of adornment, and shown unattired, 
Who then with the glories of war would be fired ? 

And the music, whose soul-stirring strain 

Falls so sweet on the listener's ear ; 
Even music might lend its allurements in vain. 

Did it mix with those accents of fear 
Which rose with such notes, when they woke 

The echoes of Waterloo's field : 
No heart but one harder than Britain's own oak 
Could hear the dread melodies pealed ; 
Or fancy it heard them, 'mid sounds so abhorred. 
Nor shudder an ear to the strains to afford. 

f2 



100 BATTLE SCENES. 

Then bid me not gaze with delight 
On a scene so revolting as this ! 
Has bloodshed attractions to rivet the sights 

Or awaken emotions of bliss? 
Can Grenias enchant me so much. 

As to make me forget I am man? 
Can it deaden my bosom to Sympathy's touch ?^ 
Oh, curse on its charms if it can ! 
Oh; curse on such charms! I would spurn their 

control. 
And debar them for ever access to my soul ! 
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THE ELOQUENCE OF DEATH. 



He lay^ and a smile was on his face ; 
Affection over him bent to trace 
The token Mercy had left to tell 
That with the spirit all was well. 

It was the smile that marks the blest — 
It told that in hope he had sunk to rest 
Of a joyful rising after his sleep. 
No more to suffer — ^iio more to weep. 
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It spoke forgiveness of all his foes. 

It spoke oblivion of life's long woes. 

It spoke firm trust in a Saviour nigh. 

It breathed strange whispers of days gone by : 

For childhood's lines had again returned,* 
And a likeness to those was now discerned 
He had seemed unlike, though in blood allied ; 
As if his eye had been fixed, as he died. 



* '' He in no long time after seemed to difM^o^er that odd 
mortal symptom in him not mentioned by Hippocrates ; that 
is, to lose his own face, and look like some of his near re- 
lations ; for he maintained not his proper countenaiice, bat 
looked like his uncle, the lines of whose face lay deep and 
invisible in his healthful visage before ; for, as from our 
beginning we run through variety of looks before we come 
to consistent and settled faces, so before our end, by sick 
and languishing alterations, we put on new visages ; and 
in our retreat to earth, may fall upon such looks which, 
from community of seminal originals, were before latent to 
us."«-iStr Thomas Broume*8 Letter to a Friend^ upon the 
occasion qfthe death qfhis inHmtUe friend. 
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Sparkling with rapture, on those that were gone. 
While hb heart breathed a prayer for each living 

one; 
For the body aMomeB what the aoul approves. 
And ia moulded after the form it loves. 

With bliss, as I gazed> my spirit bvmed. 
Not as one without hope my loss 1 mourned ; 
I knew that body should rise again. 
As the soul immortal, and free from stain : 

1 felt that however long to me 

The slumber of the grave might be, 

I should know him again, *mid the countless throng 

Who shall bear their part in the seraphim's song; 

Not by the look he wore in life, 
While his spirit was vexed with the cruel strife 
Which left him only with parting breath, 
But by that sweet look which he wore in death . 
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THE LADY OF ILKDALE. 



Bright as an angel- rision burst 

That form, those features^ on. my new, 

M Viang, like Eve, created first. 
Ere guilt or grief she knew. 

And, like a dream of Eden's bowers. 
In beauty lay the landscape round ; 

The air was like the breath of flowers, 
Whispering a dulcet sound. 
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The vale, in fhiitfiil Terdnre dight. 

The riyidety as chrystal clear. 
The hills receding from the sig^. 

The sylvan shelter near ; 



The sky, a waveless azure sea. 

Meet emblem of the heaven it veiled : 

What q>irit would not ecstasy 
Have with such scene inhaled ? 

Yet music, fragrance, mountain, plain. 

Thick grove, pure stream, or cloudless sky. 

Invited one more glance in vain. 
With that sweet lady by. 

There is an all-absorbing spell. 

That will not let attention rove. 
In woman's features, when they tell 

Of virtues all must love. 

f5 
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Faint is the trace of chanss divine 
From anglit created tluut can flow ; 

Bat mirrored thero, moro bright they shine 
Than in all else below. 



MT 




THE AGED CHRISTIAX^ BIRTH-DAY. 

MTBirtiMbij 

Beyond By 
Are by lodrigeal 

A few move at tke mm^ 9mi Hkem 
Tliu epirittoili Maker goes. 
This body eodL* to cailli'e fvpooe. 



My Birth-day ! ah, Ob 

Then newly into being bant. 

Is altered since with dnUish game 
And frolic wiUy 'twas wekoned first : 

Feeble my infant Iind>s were then, 

And age has made them so again. 
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Once — ^fifty yean have since rolled by — 
A Biith>day in this bosom woke 

Bright hopes and expectations high ; 
Of all the coming bliss it spoke 

Short-sighted mortals deem their own 

When youth's restraints aside are thrown. 

Then bliss more sober bat more dear. 
Through many a Birth-day did I prove. 

When he, my best of friends, was near. 
To hail it with a husband's love. 

Where are the charms he said were mine ? 

Ally all have long since seen decline. 

How much of gloom this widowed heart 
Has since o*er festive seasons shed ! 

Birth-days but caused a tear to start 
For friends removed, and comforts fled. 

Till time the soother, and my God, 

Healed this worst stroke of sorrow's rod. 
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But if my brigbteflt now be past, 

My dari^est, too, I feel is gone ; 
Ere long, I know, must dawn my last ; 

£Ten this may be my latest one : 
Tbese days elapsed wonld I recall, 
AVere it permitted, one or aQ ? 

No : those who shared my joys of yore. 
Such joys again must never share ; 

They can return to me no more, 
Bat I to them shall soon repair; 

Too soon I cannot, — to partake 

The bliss that far more blest can make. 

'^ The Birth-day I shall welcome now 

A better life will usher in 
Than that allotted us below ; 

As free from sorrow as from sin : 
He liTes on whom my soul beUeves, 
And [ shall live because he lives. 
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Hie coming then of dear ones left. 
With transport pure as his I'fl greet 

Of whom 1 linger here bereft. 

When first onr perfect spirits meet. 

And celebrate with holy mirUi 

The day of my celestial birth. 
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THE AFFLICTED CHRISTIAN. 



He came> the sweet angel my Father asngnecl 

To watch o'er my path to the sky ; 
I know not if yet from that path Pd declined. 

Or if only temptation was nigh : — 
He touched me — ^my flesh how it shrunk from his 
touchy 

But my spirit with ecstasy glowed ! 
It longed to be free — for its prospects were such 

As no pains of the body could cloud ! 

My Father ! I deemed thou hadst called me to dwell 
In the rest thou hast for me above ! 
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Bat I find myself still in the flesh ! — It is well — 

If I go — ^if I stay — ^it is love ! 
Love orders the plan ; — and in love such as thine 

How shall I not calmly confide ! 
Which spared not^ to save me, a ransom divine. 

That Lamb that on Calvary died ! 

Oh, welcome the safierings, whenever they come. 

That bring with them comforts like these ! 
Let me always be filled with such foretastes of home, 

And I sigh not for health or for ease ! 
That angel's soft touch thus again would I feel. 

Though my heart-strings with agony quiver ! 
The pressure is mercy — it wounds but to heal — 

Twill be followed by raptures for ever ! 

Ah ! when shall I shake off these trammels of flesh 

And reach that eternal abode. 
Where the joys I so value shall blossom afresh. 

Revived by the smiles of my God ? 
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>hall I think the embrace that dissolTes them too cold> 

Shall I think the short journey too drear, 
iVhen the arms of a Savionr my spirit enfold. 
When the gates of the city appear? 
« 
No ; — ^welcome the summons that bids me depart. 

And welcome that moment to me. 
When the clog from my spirit Death strikes with 
his dart. 
And bids me for ever be free ! 
Lord Jesas ! I then in thy glory shall share. 

And for ever be blessed with thy sight. 
Where all things around are transcendently fair. 
Where all things yield ceaseless delight ! 
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TO A MOURNER. 



A VOICE was heard proclaiming from on high, 
** Blest are the dead who in the Saviour die : 
They cease from labour — ^thein is endless rest !" 
O cheering accents to the heart distressed ! 
O words of comfort to the moomer's ear^ 
Of power to dry affection's warmest tear ! 

The dead — ^the happy^ the triumphant dead^ 
No longer doomed life's thorny path to tread — 
Why should we weep for them ? or why desire 
That this vain world should still their spirits tire ?- 



TO A MOUHNEft. 115 

They rest from pain, fii>m iangtr, iad fmm sin; 
From foes withoat, and Aeteet foM within. 
For ever fr«ed, to loftiest heights they soar. 
And glow with bUis to suffer change no more I— - 
Why should we weep for them? — ^they weep not 

now; 
All tears are wiped awayi^^on every brow 
A crown of glory beams intensely bright— 
Their radiant forms are robed in spotkss white : — 
Through scenes more fair than Paradise they rove. 
Where fruits of raptare, blooming in each grove. 
And living streams, their every want supply — 
Fruits ever fresh, and fountains never dry I 

Weep not the dead, poor mourner ! — rather weep 
That not for thee arrives the hour of sleep ; 
That faint with mental travail, yet awhfle 
In this drear wilderness thon*rt left to toil ; 
With cautious step to shun each wily snare. 
Which subtle foes to work thy fall prepare ; 
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The Spiiif t sword incessanfly to wield. 

And win tky way through many a hard-fought 

field; 
To panty to fear, to straggle, to endure. 
Of reqpite hopeless, though of victory sure ; 
Troubled, though never to extreme distress , 
Perplexed, though not despairing of success ; 
Though not forsaken, persecuted sore — 
Cast down, how oft ! though not to rise no more. 

And dost thou weep that one thy soul held dear 
No more should straggle, pant, endure, and fear? 
That victory should the awful conflict close. 
And painful toil be changed for sweet repose ? — 
Oh, calm thy selfish grief, repress those sighs. 
Rejoice that hers is now the glorious prize ; 
Rejoice that her nor sin can readi, nor paid. 
Nor all that vexes those that yet remain. 
Cease> cease to weep ! — or if thy tears must flow. 
Lament that thou art left so long below. 
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To wage the urduoiu fight ; that not for thee 
Comes the glad hour that seti thy spirit 6ee. 

But no — ^repine not ; wait thy Halter's will. 
Trust in his love to guard thy sool from ill ; 
Walk in his strength^ be steadfast, watch and pray. 
Fulfil thy work while yet 'tis called to-day : 
Then^ when the night of death, of rest, is cone. 
The Saviour's voice shall call thy spirit home ; 
Then shalt thcu sleep in Jesus — sleep how sweet ! 
A.nd when Ae dawn thy wondering eyes shaD greet, 
Shalt wake to bliss thy friends have reached before, 
And there rejoin those finends, to part no "■'■^ ' 
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The Spirifs sword incessanfly to wield. 

And win tky way througli many a hard-fon^t 

fieU; 
To panty to fear, to straggle, to endure. 
Of respite hopeless, tbongli of victory sinre ; 
Troubled, though never to extreme distress, 
Perplexed, though not despairing of success ; 
Hiough not forsaken, persecuted sore — 
Cast down, how oft ! though not to rise no more. 

And dost thou weep that one thy soul held dear 
No more should straggle, pant, endure, and fear? 
That victory should the awful conflict close. 
And painful toil be changed for sweet repose ? — 
Oh, calm thy selfish grief, repress those sighs. 
Rejoice that hers is now the glorious prize ; 
Rejoice that her nor sin can readi, nor pain. 
Nor all that vexes those that yet remain. 
Cease> cease to weep ! — or if thy tears must flow. 
Lament that thou art left so long below. 



TO A MOURNER. 117 

'o ^a§^ the urduous fi^ht ; that not for thee 
Monies tke glad hour that sets thy spirit free. 

)ut no— repine not ; wait thy Master's will, 
Tmst in his love to gaard thy sool from ill ; 
Walk in his strength^ be steadfast, watch and pray. 
Fulfil thy work while yet tis called to-day : 
Then, when the night of death, of rest, is come. 
The Savionr's voice shaO call tiiy spirit home ; 
Then shalt thou sleep in Jesus — sleep how sweet ! 
And when the dawn thy wondering eyes shall greet, 
Shalt wake to bliss thy friends have reached before, 
And there rejoin those friends, to part no more ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A GOOD MAN. 

So would I die ! — ^upon thy breast^ 
Dear Saviour^ let me sink to rest. 
When m J laborious task is done^ 
And find a death-bed life begun. 

With just such humble thoughts may I 
On thy atoning blood rely ; 
With just such patience bow my head. 
Shed just such glory round my bed. 

May I as calmly smile at pain. 
May faith as strong my soul sustain; 
And, when the bitter pang is past. 
May his reward be mine at last ! 
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AN INQUIRY. * 



^ Tell me. Lord of Glory, why 
Thou couldnt leave thy throne on high, 
On earth such sufferings to sustain — 
Poverty, contempt, and pain ! 

^ Tell me, why that sacred head 
In the chambers of the dead, 
For sinners only meet, reposed. 
When thy days of woe were closed ?" 

* The music to which these lines are adapted, was com- 
posed by the Abb6 Vogler, for the song beginning ** Tell 
me, babbling echo, why." 
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Hark, my soul ! Hie Lord replies : 
*" Twas for thee I left the skies ; 
Bore all this insult and this woe. 
Groaned, and wept, and suffered so. 

**' 'Twas for thee this head was bowed> 
Twas for thee my life-blood flowed ; 
From the mean manger to the tree. 
All was borne and done for thee !" 

Son of God ! I fain would love 
Thee each earthly joy aboye. 
As I shall love when life is o*er. 
Where rivals can intrade no more. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALMANACK. 



Aye — ihuB it is ! We fomething know, 

But more remains unknown; 
Man's prying* powers in part can show 
What future seasons will bestow ; 

Not alU till they be flown ! 

What changes over Nature's face 
ShaQ come, we here can view ; 
Bat what presumptuous mind may trace. 
Throughout this year, God's secret ways. 
Before we reach the new? 
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Not her's, whose pen will here record. 

If Ufe hold out so long. 
Some gracious dealings of her Lord, 
Some bright discoveries of his word. 

As speed the months along. 

Enough for her to know, whate*er 

The year's events may be ; 
If fair as spring— as summer clear- 
As autumn sad — as winter drear — 

They come, O Lord, from thee f 
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DIVINE LOVE. 



Tis said, down Etna's burning side 
A wondrous rill for ever flows. 

As pure> as cool, as those that glide 
Through regions of unmelting snows. 

So, love divine, thy stream rolls on. 
The sweeter for the waste around : 

'Tis when all other joys are gone, 
That thine are most refreshing found. 

o2 
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CHEERING SHOWERS. 

Ob, when does the sun with welcomest light 

Invest yonder beautiful bower. 
Where the tints and the odours our senses delight? 

— When he visits it after a shower ! 
Most delicate then are the mingling hues — 

Most deeply the roses are blushing ; 
And the fragrance, improved by the freshening dews, 

From its founts most profusely is gashing. 

And when is the smile that Virtue wears 

The sweetest delight bespeaking? 
— When its brightness shines through her pearly tears, 

Like the sun through a cloud just breaking ! 
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Xhen why repine^ though to-day we bend 
To earth, beneath suffering and sorrow^ 

Wben the tears we are destined to shed, may lend 
Sach zest to enjoyment to-morrow ? 
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THE CONTRAST. 



When heaven's expanse was purest blue. 
And the sun shone forth unclouded. 

To tilings beneath I tamed my view ; 
But dimness their beauty shrouded. 

When next that landscape caught my gaze> 
The clouds were o*er it resting ; 

How glowed my breast with sweet amaze. 
At the loveliness all investing ! 
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'Tis thus that, in the world of grace, 
When fortane's skies are clearest, 

Xhe soul exhibits not a trace 

Of the charms to angels dearest^ 

Till sorrow spreads aroond its shade ; 

Then what enchantment rises ! 
All, in celestial hues arrayed. 

Entrances and surprises. 
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FALLEN APPLES. 



Like the hopes poor mortals cherish^ 

Nurtured day by day. 
Ere they reach their prime to perish — 

Thus do we decay. 

Lo ! wh^n summer's sun shines brightly. 
And its gales have fanned. 

And its dews have bathed us nightly. 
How our charms expand ! 
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Through the Yerdant foliage peeping. 

We attract the eye> 
Till the tainted breeze conies sweeping 

O'er OS, and we die. 

From our lofty station shaken, 

Mouldering at the core. 
Beauty's brief regrets we waken. 

And our date is o'er. 

Lady, to our teaching listen : 

Look not here for bliss ; 
Think not joy can always glisten 

In a world like this. 

When Hope's fruit seems fast maturing, 

Deem it but deceit ; 
All in prospect so aUuring 

Yet may prove a cheat. 

o5 
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Let tke fondest hopes yon cherisli 
Be for fruit more blest ; 

Franglit with promise ne'er to perish. 
In the reahns of rest. 

There their disappointments ended. 
Whom the Saviour leads^ 

From the tree of life suspended. 
Evermore it fiseds. 
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JOY HEIGHTENED BY SORROW. 



There is a joy they cannot know 

Who never proved the pangs of sorrow : 

The happiest of onr hours below 

Their brightness from life's shadows borrow. 

The moon may rise as large and clear^ 
Erethegay.«nlu8.wayre«gneth; 

Bat most she to the soul is dear 

When 'midst the gloom of night she shineth. 
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TheD ask not that the cap assigned 
Should overflow with sweets unvaried : 

Those who the smoothest passage find^ 
Are soonest with existence wearied. 

Heaven's fav'rites ikey, whate er they feel 
Of woe> to whom such bliss succeedeth ; 

With such sweet balm the heart to heal. 
It matters not how oft it bleedeth. 
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THE GRAVE. 



The grave is a bed where the weary find rest, 
Whom life with its burdens has sorely opprest. 
Tis ragged* and darksome* and silent* and lonely* 
To those who lie down in unrighteousness only ; 
For Jesus has smoothed and illumed it for those 
Who sink in his arms to their needful repose : 
In loYe o'er their slumbers his watch will he keep* 
And his soft voice at day- break shall rouse them 
from sleep. 
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EPITAPH ON A CANARY. 



RbAiDBR, nor let my lay provoke a sneer^ 

A poor canary's relics moulder here. 

Whoe'er thou art^ she once resembled thee. 

Canst thou be gay and sportive ? — so could she : 

Canst thou be sad ? — so was at times her strain ; 

Captivity had taught her to complain. 

Tread lightly then : hushed is her varied song^ 

And thou wilt lie as silently ere long. 

And pause — reflect — ^resolve. When life is o'er, 

The warbler's fate resembles thine no more : 
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T'o her the grave is an eternal sleep ; 
nrhou shalt firom death to new existence leap, 
^nd breathe a being, which no change can know. 
Of brighter pleasure^ or of deeper woe ! 
Hejoice and tremble ! Tremble, lest a fate 
Than her's more wretched far, should thee await ! 
Rejoice that, if thyself forbid it not, 
^Thine is a happier, a more glorious lot ! 



\ 
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THE STOCK-DOVE. 

VVuBRE> crestiiig a wood-skirted eminence, 
A tower by taste and affluence is reared, 
I stood in silent wonder : for from tbence. 
Mingling, woods, cots^ towns, palaces appeared* 
A vast and lovely landscape : there seemed met 
All that can please the sight; there Nature, Art, 
Contributing each her appropriate part. 
Their choicest stores before me seemed to set. 
And in a solitary g^ve hard by, 
High o*er whose loftiest tree that building rose, 
A stock-dove, in its undisturbed repose 
Nestling, like bliss in Edeo, caught my eye ; 
Which ever and anon from all that blaze 
Of beauty turned, on the sweet bird to gaze. 
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INSCRIBED ON A LADY'S CARD. 

And can this little card, of texture firail. 
Glow with a spark of an immortal mind? 
Can spirit thus and matter be combined? 
Amazing art, that form'st the onion, hafl ! 
Yet ah ! how soon this firiendly ground must fail ! 
Its spotless hue by Time's damp finger soiled. 
Of firmness, beauty, interest — all, despoiled. 
Useless and valueless ! — ah ! what more frail ? 
What ! — the poor perishable frame that holds 
The mind whence emanates this feeble s^ark ; 
Fearfully formed 'twill soon be dust again! 
Even this frail tablet, when the grave enfolds 
The hand that penned it, in its chambers dark. 
Fraught with this spark of soul, may still remain ! 
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LIFE. 

What is life ? — 'tis a flashy for a moment iUiuning 
With ominous splendoor the wide Tanlt of night; 

A flame which, when bri^test, is fastest consaming) 
A quick-passing sonrow — a short-lived detight.' 

Its sobstance but shadow — ^its weight only lightness, 
How soon to have passed, like a vision, away ! 

Though yesterday saw it shine forth in its brightness, 
To-morrow may witness its last fading ray. 

'Tis a dream of the night — *twill depart when tk 
morning 

Awakens the dreamers, to slamber no more; 
Changes sorrow to gladness, and mirth into mourning ; 

How soon all its pains and its pleasures are o'er ! 



TRANSLATIONS. 
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THE ANGELS. 

FROM PHILIP HELANCTHON. 

With gratefal hearts thy praise we sing, 
Maker of all things, HeaTenly King, 
Whose hand hath fashioned for thy Son, 
Those ministering spirits that run 
Like flames of fire on thy commands : 
The shining, pure, angelic bands. 

Who, in the rays of light intense 
Floating, behold with ravished sense 
Thy glorious countenance, and catch 
lliy accents — eyer on the watch ; 
And at the springs from thee that burst 
Of wisdom, quench' their hallowed thirst 
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Them nor a lisQess throng to sit 
Around the throne, dost thon pennit ; 
Nor through the vast expanse of sky 
Aimless or errandless to fly ; 
Nor wantonly to sport along 
llie ever-changing winds among. 

But at thy bidding they repair 

With Christ, to watch, with guardian care. 

Where those who lore and serve him meet 

In compact and communion sweet : 

Those who thy holy laws revere. 

And learn and keep with love sincere. 

For every citadel of thine. 
Burning with rage and hate malign, 
That dragon evermore infests, 
ADd with unsparing war molests. 
Who first, from heaven a rebel hurled, 
Brought sin and death into the world. 
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Of thy abodes and cities here. 

Thy temples, and thy people dear, 

And every record thou hast giyen 

Of that blest law which came from heaveii. 

And nnreproved morals ; all — 

He striyes to work the utter fall. 

But us meanwhile a valiant host 
Of angels, ever at their post. 
Their captain Christ who follow close. 
Defends, and checks our baffled foes ; 
W^arding aside each deadly stroke. 
And saving us from Satan's yoke. 

By angels rescued, holy Lot 
The fire of Sodom injured not ; 
Elisha, though his foes were near. 
And drunk with fury, knew no fear. 
By his angelic guards begirt; 
No earthly weapon then could hurt 



144 THE AKGELS. 

Safe in the lions' den was found 

The prophet Daniel, compassed round 

With angels who their mouths had sealed. 

To human vision unrevealed. 

And thus will God those servants send 

His saints at all times to defend. 

To celebrate this grace of thine. 
With angels we our voices join. 
And with their never-silent ranks. 
Together give thee tunefid thanks, 
Tliou Giver of all good, Supreme — 
Of all our songpB the constant theme. 

And Lord, our safeguard to augment. 
Be to our church new levies sent 
Of watchful angels — and to all. 
Who on thy Son believing call : 
That none be harmed, or turned away, 
Hear us, with all our hearts we pray ! 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

A CELEBRATED MONKISH LATIN HYMN. 

The day of wrath! that dreadful day 
Which shall the world in ashes lay. 

As David and the prophets^ show: 
What trembling will each mortal seize. 
Who the Judg^ approaching sees. 

To scmtinize all deeds below ! 

* The aathor has taken the liberty of substituting *' the 
prophets" for " the sybil '^ of the original. 

H 
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'Mid thy sheep a place prepare ; 
From the goati remoye me far ; 

At thy right hand let me be ! 
When the caraed shall retire, 
Sentenced to eternal fire. 

Call me with the blest to thee ! 

Suppliant prostrate, lo ! in prayer 
I pour my contrite heart I^ — Oh, spare. 

And let my latter end be peace ! 
O day of tribulation ! when. 
From ashes rising, g^ty men 
To judgment come ! Lord, spare us then. 

Who humbly sue ! pur sins release ! 
Jesus, ever g^cious Lord, 
Endless rest to such afford ! 
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MARTYRS COMMEMORATED. 

AN ANCIENT HYMN. 

Believers^ come> your voices raise. 
The S^LTiour through his saints to praise : 

Of deeds by faith achieved 
My kindling spirit prompts the lay. 
And conquerors nobler far than they 

As sach by earth received. 

These champions of thy name, dear Lord, 
Were by the foolish world abhorred ; 

Nought could its fury slake : 
That world they deemed a barren field. 
Which neither fruit nor flowers coold yield. 

And scorned for Jesu's sake. 
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These, King of saints^ revilingSy woes. 
The threats and tortures of thy foes. 

Rejoiced for thee to bear: 
Their constancy no scoui^ngs shook. 
Oft plied, nor lacerating hook. 

The soul which could not tear. 

Slain with the sword, these patient saints 
No mormurs uttered, no complaints. 

Though manifold the smart; 
With conscious rectitude imbued. 
The stedfast mind was luusubdued, 

ABd the muAmOdi^g heart. 

What language or what tongue can speak 
The recompense for martyrs meek 

Which love divine prepares ! 
Amid the throng beatified, 
Each brow, with sanguine streams once dyed. 

Refulgent laurels wears. 
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Thee, Lord, with one accord we pray — 
For thou art God — ^to tarn away 

Our sins ; our souls defend. 
And g^ve thy servants peace ; that we 
All glory may ascribe to thee. 

Through ages without end. 
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FOR A MARTYR'S ANNIVERSARY. 

AN ANCIENT HYMN. 

O God ! the portion, crown, and gain. 
Of soldiers in thy battles slain ! 
Release ns from sin*s galling chain. 

Hymning this martyr's stedfastness : 
Joys by deluded mortals prized, 
Earth's fleeting pleasures, he despised. 
And, pressing onward, realized 

Heaven's unembittered happiness. 
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When pains assailed him like a flood. 
Unshrinking at his post he stood. 
And pouring out for thee his blood. 

Now reigns with thee triumphantly : 
Wherefore, on this the hallowed day 
When honours for his sake we pay. 
Far from thy servants. Lord, we pray, 

AU guilt remove benignantly ! 
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GOD GLORIFIED IN fflS MARTYRS. 

AN ANCIENT HTMN. 

Thou glorious King of martyrs, crown 
That yields confessors bright renown ; 
Who gnidest to celestial springs 
Those who relinquish earthly things ; 

Deign with benign and ready ear 
Our fervent litanies to hear; 
Pardon our g^t, conceal our shame. 
Whose tongues thy sacred feats proclaim. 
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Martyrs througli Thee the victory win. 
Confessors Thoa absolv*st Irom sin ; 
Conquer our sins, that so prevail. 
Thou, whose compassions never fail. 
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ON THE HOLY INNOCENTS. 

PROM PRUDENTIUS. 

Hail, flowrets of the martyred throng ! 

Whom, at the break of heavenly day, 
Messiah's foe, with hatred strong. 

Like clastered rose-bods tore away. 

Simplicity, sweet slaughtered train. 
Who first the Saviour's burden bare. 

Under the altar ye retain. 
With palms and crowns still sporting there. 
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THE INWARD CONFLICT. 

FROM J. RACINE. 

O Lord, what strife distracts my breast. 
By two conflicting wills possessed ! 
One would my heart from Satan free, 
And concentrate its thoaghts on thee ; 
The other prompts to overtam thy throne, 
And thy benignant sovereignty disown. 

The one celestial, full of love. 
Strives to allure to things above ; 
Would fain my heart on heaven were set. 
Bids me each low pursuit forget : 
The other works my rising to prevent. 
And by its weight to earth still keeps me bent. 
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When shall Aeae inward alnig^es cease? 

Whence shall my spirit k)ok for peace ? 

From anght within ? — alas ! in Tain 

My every feeble power I strain ! 
The good I love I cannot do ; — ^my fate 
Enslaves me to the evil that I hate. 

O Grace^ assert thy potent sway ! 
Do thoa this raging storm allay : 
Saviour, the inbred tyrant quell. 
And from my wearied breast expel ! 
Let me, who long the ilav^ of sin have been. 
Experience, Lord, at length thy gentle reign. 
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TO A BEREAVED PARENT. 



Must then thy grief, Dnperier, know no end ? 

Shall every fond complaint 
Paternal love inspires, fresh fiiel lend 

Thy angruish to augment ? 

This stroke— thy child, like all onr fleeting race, 
To the dark grave consigned — 

Forms it some labyrinth, where Reason strays. 
Nor can an outlet find ? 
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Placed in a world where fairest things receive 

The harshest doom — she's gone : 
Herself a rose, she lived as roses live, 

A morning's space alone. 

Death wooldst thou move, rigorons beyond compare 

Remonstrance all is vain : 
Inflexible* the tyrant shuts his ear. 

And mocks when we complain. 

The poorest — ^not too mean a mark for fate — 

Most own his iron sway ; 
Nor can the guard, placed at the palace gate, 

Rescue the princely prey. 

To murmur, and impatiently repine. 

Can yield us no relief: 
Our will to model by the will divine 

Alone can soothe our grief. 
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THE ANEMONY. 



FROM DEMOUSTIER. 



Emblem of lite ! thou fair and Iragile flower. 
Glowing at mom with hues so fresh and gay. 

Transferring each bright tint, at evening's hour. 
To grace the Stygian shore. Thou, day by day, 

Showest us how soon the years of youth are past — 

How quickly human bliss is overcast. 
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And, at his feet reclined, with rapture hear 

The strainsdivine through Tempe's vale that breathe. 

THE EAGLE. 

On Jove's own throne i sit, dread king — 

Fetch him the thunder at his nod ; 
And, when I sleep, my ponderous wing 

O'ershades the sceptre of the god. 

THE SWAN. 

Oft when the stars my eye prophetic views, 
And skies — reflected on the watery plain — 

The thoughts of former bliss the scene renews ; 
I pant to reach my native heaven again. 

THE EAGLE. 

When first I soared, my raptured eyes 

I learned upon the sun to fix : 
I cannot stoop to earth : I rise 

Among immortal gods to mix. 
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THE SWAN. 

A peaceful life yields willingly to death — 
Come, then — ^my native melody restore, 

And loose these envious bonds : my latest breath 
Shall hymn triumphantly the sacred hour. 

THE EAGLE. 

The soul, like a bright Phoenix, soars ; 

The funeral pile but sets it free : 
The torch of death its youth restores^ 

A youth of immortality. 
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THE SERENADE. 



FROM UHLAND. 



^ What sounds, that cbue my sleep away, 

Float sweetly on my ear? 
Oh, mother, see what minstrel band 

At this late hour is near." 

^ I nothing hear — I nothing see — 

So slumber calmly on I 
None cares to serenade thee now. 

My poor, my drooping one." 
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^ Ah ! 'tis no earthly music then 
That yields me sach delight : 

Angelic choirs my welcome sing; 
Oh, mother dear, good night !" 
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THE HAPPY LIFE. 

FROM CBBISTOVAL 8UAREZ DE FIGUEROA. 

Thrice happy he, who, through his term of life. 
The proad abodes of princes enters not ; 
But the sweet quiet of his humble cot 
Prefers to courtly gorgeousness and strife : 
Him no reverse of fortune can affiright. 
Nor envy taint with pestilential airs. 
The storm most frequent taUest trees uptears. 
And first heaven*s bolts on loftiest towers alight 
Content I fill my intermediate state. 
Leaving the great their grandeur to enjoy : 
No higher bliss shall e'er my search employ. 
Since to frail man, for life's contracted date. 
Divine tranquillity bids me be sure 
The humblest station is the most secure. 
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THE DROP OF RAIN * 

FROM THE PERSIAN. 

Once^ from a cloud which Iran's plain, 
Famed for luxuriance, amply watered. 

One severed particle of rain 

On ocean's vast expanse was scattered. 

« 

Glowing with shame, with anguish stung. 

^ Ah. mean ! ah, useless wretch !" it cried. 
^ Why am I thus degraded flung, 

A drop amid a boundless tide !" 

• This little fable has been imitated in Latin verse by 
Sir William Jones. Addison has introduced a prose trans- 
lation of it into the " Spectator.'' 
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WhOe yet it spake, a shell compressed 
The liquid wanderer, self-despised. 

In union to its guardian breast. 
Where time the exile crystallized. 

Now, sparkling in a monarch's crown. 
This moral, smiling, it suppUes us ; 

Not to repine, where'er we're thrown — 
Nor sigh for what kind Heaven denies ns. 
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A PRECEPT ILLUSTRATED. 

FROM THE PER8IAK. 

Forgive thy foes ; — ^nor that alone. 
Their evil deeds with good repay : 

Fill those with joy who leave thee none, 
And kiss the hand upraised io slay. 

So does the fragrant sandal bow 
In meek forgplveness to its doom ; 

And o'er the axe, at every blow. 
Sheds in profusion rich perfume. 
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THE BIRD OF MORK. 

FROM THE FBRSIAK. 

What time the ann^ at this sweet season. 
The east with transient beanfy stains. 

Say, mortal, dost thou know the reaaon 
Why the bird of mom complains ? 

^ Day's bright mirror," thus he sings, 
*^ To me a mournful truth discloses : 

A night of life has spread its wings. 
And fled — ^while man in sloth reposes." 
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HOPE. 

FROM THE PERSIAN 07 VEZZAVMl, 

Part not with Hope. Cling to her in the hour 
^hen sternly the donds of Adversity lour ; 
Por the blackest of all the dark clouds overhead 
[>rops purer than crystal around thee can shed. 
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THE ROSE-SCENTED CLAY.* 

FROM 8ADI. 

In the bath as 1 laved me one hot sammer's dav, 

fiy the friend of my bosom attended^ 
From a fragment he gave me of coarse-looking clay, 

Such delicate perfume ascended. 
That the sense which inhaled it in ecstacy basked ; — 
** Art thou musk ? art thou ambergris ?^ wondering^ 
I asked. 

* The Persians perfume Trith roses a kind of unctuous 
clay, and use it in the bath instead of soap. 
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^ I am neither^" it said ; ^ bat a lump of vile earth. 
Which at length as an iatimate choosing 

The rose, — my companion endued me with worth ; 
Of her fragrance a portion transfusing. 

Which all other fragrance surpasses, to me, — 

WHio were else but the dod you might deem me 
to be." 
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JAMI'S COMPLIMENT TO ATTAR.* 

FROM THE PSRfllAN. 

Like AtAr, sweet Aiikt, I also was bom 
'Mid the roses of Nishapor's bower : 

But I of that garden am only the thorn. 
And Att&r its loveliest flower. 

* This beaatifal compliment was elicited by the moBarck, 
who was their mulual patron, congratulating Jami on hav- 
ing Attiir for his compatriot. 



177 



THE TRIUMPHS OF VHITUE. 

ASCRIBED TO ARISTOTLE. 

Virtue^ although to win thy smiles, our race 
Unintermitted hardships must endure^ 

Thou not the less, such is thy matchless grace. 
Canst noble spirits still allure. 

In Greece^ for thee, fair goddess, direst death 
An envied lot has been accounted ever : 

For thee her sons have dared to live beneath 
Pangs that make heart and flesh to quiver. 

i5 
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Such fhnt in rich proforioii in the mind, 
Prepax«d by thy sapernal ciiltiire> grovrs ; 

Fruit far more prized than gems^ or gold refined, 
Than love*B endearments, or repose. 

Alcides, Jove*8 great progeny, for thee> 
And Leda*8 twins, their deathless labours wrought; 

By each illastrious deed the unrivalled three 
Thy favour, tliy approval sought. 

The love they bore to thee Achilles sent 
And Ajax to the dreary realms below : 

What made but this Atame's prince content 
Resign so soon the sun's bright glow ? 

For which, ye tuneful Nine, from Memory sprung, 
Fail not his high achievements to proclaim, 

4 

Whene'er henceforth the festive god is sung. 
Or Friendship's honoured, hallowed name. 
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HOME. 



7B0M CATULLUS. 



Thee, Sirmio> sweetest spot by Neptune watered. 

Whether peniiisiila or isle it be. 
In lake serene, or boundless ocean, scattered. 

How pleased, how oTerjoyed, again I see ! 
Scarcely believing what mine eyes attest. 
That I in very deed can be so blest. 
As safely gazing thus on thee to stand. 
No more a stranger in a foreign land ; 
No longer doomed o'er Thynia's plains to roam. 
Nor yet Bithynia's — ^but at home ! at home ! 
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O ! what can yield sach nqptare to the heart, 
Ai with iti keen anxieties to part ! 
When the soul lays its heavy load aside. 
And, tired with travel, to oar own fireside 
We come at length, and feel oar limbs outspread, 
Onr weary limbs, on the long-wished-for bed ; 
lliisy this, how amply can the toils repay, 
lliis single bliss, of all the dreary way ! 
Hail, beaateons Sirmio ! cheerful looks put on 

To greet thy lord ; and tbon too, Lydian lake, 
Let every smile that circles home, in one 

Auspicious burst of exultation wake ! 



HYMNS. 
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MATIN HYMN. 

Morn returns ; agfun the ran 
Lights as to our ddly task ; 

Ere the labour is begun, 
Lord, thy heavenly aid we ask. 

So, enabled by thy strength, 
' May we use the hours of lights 
That with grateful hymns at length 
We may hail repose and night. 

To God the Father^ God the Son, 
And God the Holy Spirit, be. 

Ever-gracious three in one. 
Glory through eternity. 
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VESPER HYMN. 



FROM THE LA.TIN. 



Now the glowing sun departs. 

We look^ eternal light, to thee. 
To poor thy radiance on our hearts ; 

Blest Trinity in Unity ! 

To thee at mom our hymns we raise ; 

With thee at eve we daily plead : 
Fit us with those at length to praise. 

Who heaven's bright courts adoring tread. 
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God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Holy Spirit, be, 
£ver-gracioiui three in one« 
Glory through eternity. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 



Go, preach my gospel^ saith the Lord, 
Through every realms in every tongue ; 

Prodaim to all the quickening word ; 
Teach aU on earth that heavenly song ; 

«' Glory» and power^ and worship be. 

Thou bleeding Lamb of God, to thee !" 

His saints the mandate have obey'd — 
How beautiful their feet appeared ! 

Wide through the earth their sound has spread ; 
This distant isle their voice has heard ; 

Our tongues confess the Lamb of G<k1, 

Who saves us by his precious blood. 
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Spread the glad tidings wider stiU, 
Ye who the blesring have received ; 

To darkest tribes the light reveal. 
Tin all have on his name believed. 

And earth one shout like thunder raise 

To our divine Redeemer's praise. 

That day approaches— not in vain 

Shall be their toils who work for God- 
See how he goes before the train. 

And opens for their feet a road : 
Hark I how the heathen raise their voice, 
And angels o'er the saved rejoice ! 

O thou, without whose spirit, all 

That man can do is worse than nought- 
Give ears to those thy servants call. 

That thousands, by their efforts taught. 
May sing in heaven that song divine— 
« Blessing, thou Lamb of God, be thine !" 
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ANOTHER. 



How gracioas to such worms as we 
The Lord our God has been ! 

What kings and prophets longed to see. 
Our favoured eyes have seen. 

Are we more worthy. Lord, than thev ? 

No; — 'tis thy grace alone 
Appoints our stations in the day 

When thy salvation*s known. 
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O let us not inactive stand 

'Mid prospects bright as these ! 
Lord, lift thou up each drooping hand. 

Confirm the feeble knees. 

Our weakness strengthen by thy might. 

And lead us conquering on, 
Jill all on earth be holy light. 

As round the Father's throne. 
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THE FREENESS OF SALVATION. 



Whbn Christ, the Lord of glory, came 
To change the nnner's doom^ 

How wide his grace did he proclaim — 
*^ Come €iU, for there is room ! 

^ Ye who, in Satan's cause grown grey. 
Scarce to draw nigh presume. 

My blood can wash your sins away — 
Come ye, for there is room ! 
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^ Yoong men and maidensy come ye all. 

And make my arms your home ; 
And, cluldren, hear your Sayionr call — 

Ck>me ye, for there is room ! 

^ Come, Jew and GentSe, bond and free, 

Greek and barbarian, come ; 
Learned and simple, come to me. 

Come all, for there is room ! 

^ Come all the world, and come to-day^ 

With humble boldness come ; 
There shall not one be sent away — 

Come aU, for there is room ! " 
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THE DANGER OF DELAY. 



Arise, my soul, make no delay, 
To Christ, the only refuge, flee ; 

If lingering ^midst his foes thou stay. 
The storm of wrath will light on thee. 

Like Lot in Sodom here we dwell. 
Amidst a race to vengeance doomed-; 

And oracles unerring tell 

That shortly they shall be consumed. 
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Yet he a day of grace prodaims ; 

He would not hare the simier die : 
My soul, thou maygt escape the flames ; 

The refiige he appoints is nigh. 

But Zoar> though so near to Lot, 
Galled for his utmost speed to gain : 

The angels forced him from the spot. 
Or Zoar had been near in vain. 

The warning voice we long have heard. 
Oft on our hand has God laid hold : 

Have we not yet obeyed the word ? 
Can we be still so madly bold? 

My lingering soul, no more delay; 

This moment to the refuge flee : 
The door that open stands to-day. 

To-morrow may be closed on thee I 
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ON THE REMOVAL OF A PASTOR. 



CrOD is our shepherd : he'U provide 
Our earthly and our heavenly feod ; 

His saints shall never be denied 
What he perceives is truly good. 

Though our dear pastor now must ffl 
A distant station in the fM, 

Repine not ; — 'tis his Master's will : 
Remember how he dealt of old. 
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When good Elijah was removed^ 

Did he no other prophet raise^ 
To feed the chosen flock he loved. 

And guide their footsteps in his ways ? * 

Yes ! while he stood with grief oppressed, 

A double portion of the flame 
That warmed the>parted prophet's breast. 

Instant npon EUsha came. 

Twas prayer then brought the blessing down. 
And prayer can blessings still convey : 

The Lord will all oar wishes crown. 
If we with feiA and patience pray. 
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ON RE-OPENING A CHURCH, 

AFTER THE ERECTION OF A SUNDAY-SCHOOL GALLERT. 

2 Chron. vi. 

When David's son a temi^le raised. 
Wherein the Lord might dwells 

He asked his gracious presence there. 
And God approved it well. 

His prayer was heard : from age to age, 

By signs and wonders known, 
Jehovah deigned to dwell on earth. 

And made that house his own. 
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So wben^ O Israel's Grod, and ours^ 

At thy divine command. 
We stretch the curtain and the cord> 

And bid the walls expand : 

To thee, like David's son, we come ; — 

We make a like request ; — 
And ask thee, on this added space 

To let thy Spirit rest 

Come, Lord/ and fill our humbler house. 

In these our courts abi^o ; — 
Thou wilt! we ask in Jesn's name, 

And shall not be denied. 

Diffuse through every youthful heart 

Thy animating love. 
That they may worship thee bel6w 

As angels do above ! 
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FOR A NEW YEAR. 



Conducted by thy hand 

Safe throagh another year, 
Again behold us stand, 
O Lord, to worship here ; 
Praise for thy mercies past to gire. 
And ask thy guidance whilst- we live. 

What gratitude we owe. 

Yet O how poor our praise f 
A grateful heart bestow. 
And let our futore days. 
Without reserve, O Lord, be thin 
Bid us ** Awake, arise, and shine !" 
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If length of days be given, 
Lord> u we older g^w. 
Make us more fit for keaven. 
More loose to tkings below ; 
And wken deatk brings us our release, 
O may our latter end be peace ! 

But if tky wise decree 

Ai. «Mly doom ordah.. 
Still may we ready be. 

And find the ckange onr gain; 
Well pleased to leave this eartkly clod. 
And dwell for ever witk our Crod ! 
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FOR A SUNDAY-SCHOOL ANNIVERSARY. 



See these lambs of Jesu's fold. 

He commits them to your care i 
With a pitying eye behold, 

Let them yomr affection share. 
O fulfil the tender chaise 

Which yomr gracious Lord has given. 
Let his love your hearts enlarge — 

Teach these babes the way to heaven. 

Feed his lambs ! — 'tis sweet employ — 
Angels, from their blest abode. 

Smile upon the task with joy — 
(Blessed task, to work for God !) 
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Yes^ and did their Cvod permit, 

(Favoar granted bat to man) 
Angels their abodes woold quit. 

To promote the glorioos plan. 

O then freely lend yoor hand ; 

Bright rewards the woik await : 
Think — perhaps an infant band. 

Issuing from the heavenly g^ale. 
May conduct your spirit home 

To the mansions of the blest : — 
Come then, Jesns bids yon, come ; 

Work for him^ and share his rest. 



K o 



303 



ANOTHER. 



GoD^ who gives us all our days^ 
Has ordained that one in seven 

Shall be spent in prayer and praise^ 
And in fitting ns for heaven : 

Yet what numbers^ week by week. 
In this highly favoured land^ 

Old and youngs the Sabbath break. 
Tempting God's avenging hand ! 



POB A SUNDAT-SCnOOL ANNIVERSARY. 203 

Bnt^ by love and pity moyed, 

Yoa have sought to stem the tide ; 

Turned again the feet that roved^ 
In a better path to goide. 

By your We and bounty taught. 
Children have a temple found ; 

To the house of God are brought ; 
Sit beneath the gospel's sound. 

Sweet will be your Sabbaths here, 
'Mid the trophies of your love irr- 

O how sweety when you appear 
Worshipping with fliem above ! 
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ANOTHER. 



Comb, ye that love the Lord^ 
With us your voices raise. 
To sing the triumphs of his word, 
The wonders, of his grace. 

Not only does he lead ^ 
His sheep in Zion's way ; 
The lambs he condescends to feed. 
Nor suffers them to stray. 
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O what a loveljr sights 
To see our tender youth 
Follow the Saviour with delight^ 
And tread the paths of tmth. 

They who begin so soon 
With swifter speed shall run ; 
More bright and warm shall be their noon, 
More fair their evening sun. 

When we can work no more. 
They shall the cause extend. 
Till every knee^ from shore to shore. 
At Jesus' name shall bend. 
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A TEACHER'S HYMN. 



Dbab Jesniy wkoie lenrants we are. 

Deign to smiie oa our labour of love ; 
Baniih pride and presumption afar. 

Make na all such aa flion wilt iqpproye. 
Give V8 liearts fall of pity dirine ; 

Gi^e Of eyes that look only to thee ; 
Give Of feet which shall always incline 

To walk where thy footsteps we see. 

Give OS hands that shall gladly unite 
In the work thou hast given us to do ; 

And may each, with increasing delight^ 
The track of his Master pursue. 
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And when our short coorse shall be run, 
And thon caU'st ns away to our rest, 

Let us bear the glad sentence^ " Well done !" 
And with thee be eternally blest. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A TEACHER. 



LoRD^ thou hast called thy servant home^ 
He now has yielded up his trast ; 
His body in the silent tomb 
Must moulder with its kindred dust. 

No more shall he^ with cheerful feet. 
Tread in the paths of duty now ; 
No more his infant charge shall meet^ 
Nor worship in thy courts below. 
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Earth claims Lis earthly part again — 
His spirit mounts to yonder skies ; 
And with the loudest of the train 
That harp their Saviour's praises vies. 

We bless thy name^ thou King of saints. 
That thou such bright rewards hast g^ven : 
O^ when our wearied spirit faints. 
Refresh us with a glimpse of Heaven. 

And when th' appointed, hour is come, 
\^nien we- this earthly scene must leave. 
May angel guards conduct us home, 
The crown of glory to receive. 
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WORSHIP. 



LoRDj how deligktfbl 'tis to see 
A band of children worship thee ! 
To hear their feeble Tbicea riae. 
And join the chorua of the skies ! 

Though angels their hosannas raise. 
Thou wilt accept an infant's praise ; 
The Lord of hosts from heaven will bow, 
To hear the humblest strains below. 
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O then descend^ Almighty God, 
Help U8 to speak thy praise abroad ; 
Let every breast thy temple be, 
A holy temple, fit for thee ! 

Whenever we meet for praise and prayer. 
Do thou each waiting heart prepare ; 
And let bolh child and teacher prove 
The triumphs of redeeming love. 
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REPENTANCE. 



For whom did Jesus die ? 

For sinners ! — ^Not for those 
Who will not y^t draw nigh. 
Nor his salvation choose : — 
Sach hardened sinners still remain 
Exposed to wrath, and endless pain. 

But when the sinner turns. 

And trembles at his guilt. 
And in his spirit mourns — 
For him the blood was spilt ; 
For him the Lord of glory died. 
And God with him is pacified. 
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A broken^ contrite heart. 

An effort to believe, 
A wish with sin to part — 
He who has these shall live. 
Such need no condemnation dread. 
For Christ has suffered in their stead. 

Do I these marks display. 
Or am I stubborn still ? 
Do I despise his sway, 
And follow mine own will ? 
Then I may fear the wrath of God, 
I have no interest in his blood. 

But if indeed I feel 

The sinfulness of sin. 
And look for Christ to heal 
And make me pure within ; 
Then I with gratitude may cry, 
*' For me — for me— did Jesus die !" 
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FAITH. 



Faith is to iledfasQy beliere 

Whatever God asseits is tnie, 
(Assured that he wiD not deceive) 

Though faint and clouded be our view. 

'Tis to believe his blessed book. 

That Jesus Christ came down from heaven. 
And in our woiid onr nature took. 

That sinful man might be forgiven : 
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That he ascended iq> on high^ 

And intercedes for sinners there ; 
And if to him we live and die. 

We shall his glmons kingdom share. 

'Tis to believe what he has said. 

That every child is bom in sin. 
And vengeance threatens o'er his head. 

Until the spirit dwell within. 

'Tis to believe that he will give 

To all that ask, his holy Spirit, 
It is to thankfully receive 

The blessings bought by Jesus' merit. 

Faith is (a tme and living fidth) 

Not only to believe, bot do; 
Afld he who has it, gains at deaths 

What he through Hfe has kept in view. 
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DIRECTION. 



O Thou who didst uphold my way 

From earliest infancy^ 
Before my lisping tongue covld say — 

^' Dear Lord, remember me !" 

Still through the path of youths my guide. 

My kind protector be. 
And when my feet would turn aside, 

** Dear Lord, remember me !" 
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And shouldst thou gracioady ordain^ 
That manhood I should see — 

Permit me not to live in vain : 

** Dear Lord^ remember me :" 

If thou shouldst pain or nckness send« 
From murmuring keep me free^ 

Or if thy hand should riches lend^ 
** Dear Lord^ remember me !" 

And when this earthly scene I leave, 
And worldly prospects flee. 

About my latest sigh to heave 
'^ Dear Lord> remember me!" 
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TRUE RICHES. 



Why should we lay up treasure bere> 
Where moth corrupts and rust destroy-s ? 
Or why should earthly bliss be dear, 
Since every moment damps our joys? 

There is a world we cannot view 
But by the steady eye of faith ; 
And they who enter there are few^ 
And only ushered in by death ! 
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But there far brighter stores of bliss^ 
And richer treasures far, abound. 
Than heart can think, or tongue express, 
And there nor moth nor mst is found. 

Leave then the poor delights of earth. 
Nor let them longer claim your care ; 
Think what the joys of heaven are worth ! 
And fix your best affections there. 



l2 



230 



DEATH. 



Days and years glide swiftly by, — 
Time win soon be past with me : 

1, like all mankind^ must die — 
Most enter on eternity! 

What an awful thought ! — TThe grave 
Will these active limbs contain. 

There to moulder— none can save— 
Man or angeFs help, how vain ! 
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But my soul will still survive—- 

Death can never reach the soul- 
Doomed in bliss or woe to live. 
While eternal ages roll. 

Shall I then my cares direct 
To this body formed of earthy 

And my better part neglect, 
Spirit of immortal birth ? 

Lord forbid it : — may the past^ 
For the world*s delights suffice. 

And may I begin, at last, 
£re I leave it, to be wise ! 
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JUDGMENT. 



Wben vain earthly 8ceiiM«I leare. 
And at Ood^s dread bar appear. 

Righteous judgment to receive 

For each thought and action heie— * 

How shall I the sentence meet ? 

What will be my final doom? 
Will the judge approving greet — 

^ Come^ thou faithful servant come !" 



JCDGMEHT. 

Or will he in ai^r say — 

^ Go^ thoa wicked aemtnt, go^ 
"• Thou who didst thy tnut betny- 

'^ Dwell in everiasting woe !" 

Oy while yet a space remains^ 
Lord, assist me to prepare ; — 

Save me from eternal pains ! 

Endless bnmingrs who can bear ? 

Help me to improve thy g^race. 
And accept thy offered love, 

That I may secure a place 
In thy fanuly above. 
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THE END. 
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